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TO HER I 
ROYAL HIGHNESS, | 
% 1 T HE = i 
Princeſs A M NE 

OF 9 


D E N MAR K 


MADAM, 


2a Confeſs I am ſo tranſported at 
PAY the Honour You have done this 

poor Play, that I know not ini 
what Terms to pay my Devo- 
tion to your Highneſs. I am 
not inſenſible too of my own Unworthineſs, 
and that it is a Preſumption even in the be 


A 3 ol 


DEDICATIO N. 
of this Kind, to think to gain Admittance 
into the Cloſet of ſo great a Princeſs. But 
when I conſider that no Preſent, of what 
Value ſoever, can be made ſuitable to one 
of your illuſtrious Character, it gives me 
Encouragement to hope this Trifle may nor 
be leſs acceptable to your Royal Goodneſs, 
than a Pitcher of Water was to the great 
Monarch of the World, from the Hands 
of a mean Soldier. *Twere Profaneneſs 
an ne any longer to divert, with my rude 
Pen, your divine Thoughts and precious 
Moments, that are ſtill imploy'd above, in 
imploring Bleſſings for the Nation, and more 
profane to ſully the cryſtal Mirror of ſo 

many incomparable Virtues with the coarſe 
Breath of mortal Praiſe. 


T moſt humbly ask Leave then to with- 
iraw from a Subject ſo much above my 
wpacity and Merit (a Taſk fit only for 
he Angels You converſe with) and pray 
y Muſe may have the Happineſs to con- 
lade, who groans to be deliverd of her 
Duty, in theſe homely, but hearty Thanks. 


Accept, Great Princeſs, this ſmall Offering, 


ET his humble Mite I to your TIER bring, 
The 


DEDICATION. 
The poor mean Preſent of a bended Muſe, 
Amidſt the Heaps of all the wealthier Jews, 
A baniſh'd Play, that tedious Years had 
5 (mourn'd, 
Bleſt with your Favour, by your Smiles re- 
__ (turin'd, 
Writ and deſign'd for this immortal Grace, 
E'er my then happier * Favourite took Place; 
But tho' the younger firſt the Bleſſing had, 
This brings no leſs Devotion that has ſtay y: 
The grateful Peaſant thus before he's ſtor'd, 
Gives his firſt Fruits of Plenty to his Lond 
Since this had never liv'd, but for your ſake, 
'Tisjuft I give you what: yourſelf did make: 
For the Great Cyrus being but a Child, 
And in his Cradle deſtin'd to be kilFd, 
Your Highneſs, his divine Panthea now, 
Has rais'd him both to Empire and to You. 
The God of Love, who in the Scene departs, J- 
Bequeaths to You his Quiver and his Darts, >. 
And what 1s more, his Title to all Hearts. 
Whilſt at your Feet the mighty Monarch lays 
His conquer'd Crowns, as humbly I the Bays. 
Happy was he that Preſence to ingage, 
That chear'd the World, and brought to Life 
(the Stage, 


* Farl of Eſſex. | 
a4: Where 


DEDICATION. 


Where the ſad Muſes, ſince they loſt their 


(Queen, 
Neber till that Day did tune their Songs again. 


The raviſh*d Crowds ador'd You as You rode, 
Lake Spring in April coming firſt abroad, 
My humble Muſe, then, that did grovcling lie, 
Soar'd like an Eagle through the vaulted Sky, 
Forgot the Diſappointments that ſhe had, 
Rav'd with fierce Joy, and ran with Pleaſure mad: 
Two“ Labours of her Brain, this Play the third, 
Through Spite and Envy were the Stage de- 
barr'd, 
Caſt and neꝰ er try d, condemn'd and never 
(heard. 


Thus droop'd your Poet, ſaw his Laurels 
ſtain'd | 


Or robb'd by others who more Favour gain'd ; 
Bur Time, he hopes, and Pity in your Breaſt, 
Will bring 'em both to Lite, as this is bleſt. 
wm Roel Highneſs | 
mot humble, maſt devoted, = 
and moſt obedient Servant, 
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PROLOGUE, 


10 H E R 


Royal Highneſs. 


Hen all that we thought Great and Good 
4 (was gone, 
1% 2 And the whole Nord did i in that Deluge 
N drotun, 
When 5 mourning Cupids flagg d their tender Wings, - 
And the ſad Muſes broke their warbling Strings ; 
When ſhe was fied that Sin d with Pity here, 
What cou'd revive the dropping Teatr. 
But from the Phoenix "Aſhes in their Spice, 
Lo, I behold another Goddeſs riſe.” 
All Blaſſings that with her, great Princeſs, flew, 
Can never be reſtor'd us, but in You + 
The Dove in the glad Ark was not ſe kind, 
IN do brought the Olive, and reviu'd Mankind.” 
The Laurels fading now behind our Scene, | 
Like Virgil's Grotto, ſhall be ever green. 
Let conquering William ſend abroad his Darts, 
Secure for him you rule his Peoples Hearts. 5 
And his ſoft Pledge only herſelf withdrew, 
Whilft all her Miracles ſucceed in ue 
Then let's to Heav'n in loudeſt Anthems fing © 
That ſuch bright Hopes we have, and ſuch a King. 


A 5 Dramatis 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 
M E N. 


Cyrus the Great, Mr. Betterton. 

| Cyaxares, King of Media, Mr. Smith. 

| Seen Kinſman to Cyrus. Mr. Kynaſton. 

= Cr2/us, King of Lydia, Mr. Bowman. 
Abradatas, King 05 Suſa, Mr. Hudſon. 

8 Ariaboſus, Friend to Cyaxares, Mr.Thurmond, 


WOMEN, 


Thomyris, Queen of Scythia, Mrs. Bow! ell. 
| Panthea, her Daughter, Mrs. Barry. | 
= Lauaria, Daughter to Craſus, Mrs, Bracegirdle 


Offic ers , Guards, Women, and Attendance, 


SCENE the Camp near Babylon. 


* 
aX 


OR, THE 


TRAGEDY of Love. 
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The Scene a wide ſpacious Land, ruinous, and alm 


cover'd with dead Bodies, ſippos d to be after a 


great Battle, wherein Cyrus had overthrawn 


Croeſus. 


Enter Cyaxares, Artabaſus, Officers and Attendants. 
CYAXARES. 


each Commander 


2 Heath. 
Sax. How far have we 
| Camp from hence ? 
And how far diſtant do th. ¶Mrians lie ? 
Where ſtands this great and mighty Babyar 


CYRUS the Great 


YN TAND: - oo 8 
P.. Stand—'Tis the King's Pleaſure 


I Draw up his Men, and cloſe upon this 


to Cyrus's £ 


* 


W  Betwixr theſe Armies, as the Prize of all, 


| 
| 


12 CR us the Great; or, 


Erbe Miſtreſs of the World, the glorious City ? 
Whoſe proud, ambitious Arms have till enclos'd 
be greateſt Emperors that ever were? 
So Proud, fo Vain, and Awful was ſhe once, 
She almoſt reach'd the Heavens with her Tow'rs. 
| Art. Juſt from th' aſcent of that ſmall riſing Hill, 
And but a few Miles diſtant, you may ſee 
De three great Miracles of all the Earth ; 

{ Neareſt in view your faithful valiant Medians, 

Wich all the reſt of your Confed'rates lie, 
Compos'd of fierce Hyrcanian Horſe, 
| Armenian Foot, and brave Cadufian Archers. 
The Troop of Cyrus own immortal Guards, 
The Perfian Hometyms, each nobly born, 
Valiant and Wiſe enough to be a General ——- 
| Theſe are ordain'd to hold the World in Chains, 
Wich Cyrus, God-like Cyrus at their Head. 
Sax. Cyrus! Thou ſpeak'ſt as if thou ne'er hadſt 
| known 
| Afages, or wert thyſelf no Mede 
| Anſwer me not, but as you did, go on. 
| Art. Diſtant from Cyrus's Camp, ſome twenty Furlongs, 
= And juſt as many from the Imperial Town, 
Lies the great Army of th' A/jrian King, 
= Fil'd up with ſuch a Multitude of Nations, 3 
You'd think that all the Living of the World 2 
Were there aſſembl'd to defy the Gods, 
Not fight with Cyrusm—— ' 


Stands the bright Virgin Queen, rich Babylon, 
Incouraging the Soldiers on each fide, 
As if ſhe ſaid, that the and all the World 
Were, till this great Dgcihon, ſer at Stake, 
To come in Triumph to the 00S Arms. 
Offic. Her Spires anf Temples ſo with Beauty mige, 
- Did not the Smoab e bt Armies nee i 
Ec 


r 


v7 


* The Tragedy of Love.” 


Eclipſe the Light, you might with Wonder fee 
She than the Sun wou'd make a brighter Day. 
Cyax. A brave Reward, more worth than is the Danger! 


| But I unmanly come to ſhare the Spoil, 


Without the hazarding of one poor Battle; 
All's done already, no more Crowns to win, 
Thoſe that have 'icap'd, are all for Shelter run 
Under the Wings of this huge Army's Bod 
This is the Field, whoſe ſad Remains can tell 
Of Cre/us's late and dreadful Overthrow ——— 
Behold the Triumph of unſtable Fortune ! 
Are theſe the Men that made ſuch mighty Noiſe ? 
How they lie low, cut off like wither'd Corn, 
Where proudly once they flouriſh'd, and grew up! 
Cre ſus the Rich, the Happy, and the Wile, 
His Scale of Fortune now that lies ſo low, | 
Gives Cyrus Leave to mount and touch the Sky. 

Arta. A fatal Glory fires ambitious Man, 
That is for ever with Deſtruction gotten : 
Bright Ruin is the gilding of his Days, 
And humbl'd Nations with his Height muſt fall, 
Our Eyes no other Objects can behold, 
But near and diſtant Plains all harras'd o'er, 
And great and beauteous Palaces unveil'd. 

Czax. Ne Corn does here enrich the bloody Field, 


Nor Graſs adorn the Meads with wanton Green; 


The Trees, the Earth's tall Sons, are all cut off, 
All Places mourn where Cyrus Horſe have trod. 

Offic. The poor and plunder'd Peaſants peep abroad, 
With piteous Eyes and Hands lift up to Heav'n, | 
To ſee their Labour turn'd to diſmal Spoil. 

Arta. So Shipwrack'd Paſſengers caſt on the * 
That but a few paſt Moments ſaw themſelves 
Rich in a Calm, watching the Tide's Decreaſe, 

Pick up ſmall Pieces of their ſcatter'd Wealth, _ 
Which the relenting Waves left on the Sands | 
y es The 


* 
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14 c YRUs the Great; or, 


The utmoſt Corners of the World have heard him, 
And, frighted at the Trumpet of his Fame, 
Have ftraight obey'd—AIl! mortal Eyes look up, 
Nay, Gods themſelves with Envy now look down 
Upon the Growth of this Prodigious Man, 
Wond'ring, as they behold ſuch monſtrous _—_—_ 
How they ſo laviſhly decreed. 

Cyax. No more, get thee Cyrus back, 
Do, _ forget what late thou wert, when firſt 
I moulded thee from humble Earth, and plac'd 
Thee o're the Heads of twenty thouſand great Ones ; 
And thou for this, ere Cyrus” dawn, declin'd 
Thy Royal Mafter, left me in a time 
When he, with all his Train of early Hopes, 
Cou'd ſcarcely comprehend the meaneſt Star, 


Dropt from the Sphere where all my Deeds are written, 


Arta. O pardon, Royal Sir, my Love to Cyrus 
Is but what you out of Exceſs may ſpare ; 
It runs to him in narrow, ſhallow Streams, 
But never ceaſes to o'reflow the Fountain. 
Cyax. Ah! Artabaſus, wert not thou to blame, 
To counſel me to give the Reins to Cyrus ? 
Pleas'd me with Hopes, and fed my longing Ear 
With cunning Tales of this ambitious Boy, 
And when myſelf wou'd fain have led my Armies, 
Made me lie down in Sloth, yielding to him 
Theſe Hands, theſe Feet, my Legions, and my Strength, 
And left me then a weak and limbleſs Body, 
Drench'd in Delights, and drown'd in fudied Pleaſures, 
Bane to my Bliſs, and my Renown for ever ! 
How canſt thou anſwer this ? 
Ata. If you will hear= 


. Why Father, great Afyages, did not 
9 Thy martial Ghoſt affright me in this Slumber ? 


Call to my Mind the Deeds that thou haſt done? 


When young, and ſcarcely — . 
Thou 


— by. 
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Thou led'ſt me round the Frontiers of the Globe, 
And brought me to a Nation bleſt by Heaven, 
El/ium ſure it was, a Land of Wonders, 

Whoſe Leaves and Trees fill bloſſom'd like the Spring, 
And Fields were clad with everlaſting Green; 

Its Streams ran Cryſtal, and its Sands were Gold; 
This orient Miracle ſhone like a Gemm 

Sate in the golden Circle of the World, 

So ſwarm'd on by the faireſt of the Living, 

As if't had been indeed that happy Place, 

Where Souls are bleſt with an eternal Being : 

For there no Want was found, but all Increaſe 
Sprung from the great and unknown Deity. 
Through this immortal Land we pierc'd our Arms, 
Climbing the lofty Hills that rear'd the City, 
And from their Temple, built of ſhining Gold, 
Bore all the holy Veſſels of their God, 

And took Five hundred thouſand Slaves away. 


Thunder and Lightning, Darkneſs ſeems to cover the 


Field. 


Heark, heark—- A horrid Thunder ſounds at diſtance. 
Arta. Now here it anſwers with a Force as dreadful— 
A ſudden Darkneſs ſeems to ſpread the Field * 
There you may ſee that cloudy Curtain drawn, 

Whilſt Lightning ruſhes from the parting Heav'ns, 

And to my wond'ring Eyes diſcoyers Swarms 

Of helliſh Inſects flying in the Air. 

Cyax. The Gods are ſportive ſure, and ſeem to | mock 
At what bold Cyrus has perform'd below. 

Arta. The Scene of Horror yet diſcloſes further 
My Sight deceives me, if I do not fee N 5 
Spirits deſcend into their human Forms 
„ peter aopat. Cyrus, + 
Begin to move. ; 


Gar. 


16 CyRus the Great; or, 


Cyax. Something does tread the Ground 
Look, Artabaſus, ſee, what monſtrous Things 
Betwixt a mortal and a Devil's Shape, 

Are thoſe ? 

Arta. I ee diſtinctly now, and III 
Releaſe you from your Wonder Theſe are Witches, 
Or Wizards elſe, that all this Land is fam'd for 
What Nation is there but has oft been tod 
Strange Tales of the Chaldean Sorcerers ? 

When they wou'd know th' Event of things on Earth, 
Like ravenous Vultures haunting bloody Battles, 
They ſtill attend the Fortune of the Field, 
When they may exerciſe their loathſome Charms 
And hateful Practices upon the Dead; 
With ſulph'rous Herbs, and dew'liſh [ncantations, 
They wrack their quiet Spirits in the Shades, 
Driving their Souls back to their Fleſh again, 
And force em to reveal what's writ below, 
What Heav'n had bound up in the Book of Fate. 
Th Infernal Gods are maſter'd by their Power, 

Or elſe, perſuaded by ſome Piety 
That M them, deny theſe Wretches nothing. 

[Dance of Witerds. 


Witches SO N G. | 


14 Witch. Sifters, whilft I wave my Wand, 
| Charming the Ground on which we fland ; 
Invoke the Spirit of this Slain, 


Tis Body to inform again; 
Some of Deucalion's Seeds Pe found, 


2 Witch. Mummy with Cats Blaod did ] boil, 
? Dll chafe his Temples with the Oil. 
3 Witch. To fume his Noftrils, lo, 1 bring 

A Feather from the Phanix Wing. 


That rais'd Mankind when all was drown'd. 


4 Witch, |; 
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4 Witch, TI waſh his Foints with Liquor brought 
From Aſon's Bath, which Wanders wrought. 
CHORUS. d 


He flirs, be ſtirs ; riſe, and foretell 
This lif ning Monarch's Fate from Hell. 


Car. Behold———Look yonder Is not that a Mans 
That riſes from amongſt the Heaps of lain, 
And with an awful March comes ſteady towards us ? 


A dead Carcaſs of one of the Slain riſes, and: comes to 
| them upon the Stage. 


Arta. Fear't not, my Lord See, it wou'd "RY 
Dead Cark. From the dark Region of eternal Night, 

Where numerous Souls in mingled Tortures live, 
And fry like Atoms in the Sun-beams Heat; 
Alternately from Flames, and then to Froſt, 
Firſt dipp'd into a liquid Fire, and thence 
Whole Shoals are plung'd into a Deep of Ice; 
Whilſt Pluto's great Divan in Council fit, | 
T'invent new Plagues to practiſe on the Damn'd: 
From thence, as I ſtood gazing on the Lake, 
Waiting my Paſlage to that Place of Horror, 
A Summons from the fiery King was ſent, 
By Charon brought, wherein I was commanded 
By Power on Earth, which that in Hell control{'d, 
That I ſhou'd firait glide back into the World, 
Quick as pent Light diſclo;'d, itſelf diſperſes, 
And re- aſſume this Corpſe yet uninterr'd, 
Till Cyaxares' Ears had reach'd my Charge, 
W hat of thy Fate's decreed, which I ſhall 8 
And Pluto diftate——— This the Oracle. 
In vain's thy vaſt Ambition and thy Envy, Tb 

, ts A Genius 
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A Genius yet more great ſhall conquer thine, 
And when thy Raſhneſs leads thee next to fight, 


To Cyrus? Glories thou ſhalt add thy Life, 


And leave thy Empires, and thy darling Crowns, 
To be poſſeſsd by him whom Fate adores, 


Whom, for a time, Heav'n, Hell, and all the World 


Obey——1 am recalld — my Task is done, 

And ſubtil Fiends come thronging to the Light, 

To drive me into Torments back again 

[Falls down again. 
Gar. Ha! Art thou falln ! Stay, ſpeak, who ſent 
thee, Soldier ? 

What greater Devil lurking here on Earth | 

Made the black God obey his threatning Summong, 

And charm'd the Powers of Hell to my Deſtruction? 
Arta. A meer cold Clod, a bloody mangled Coarſe, 
ax. Here, take this helliſh Carcaſe, 

And throw it to wild Beaſts to be devour'd ——— 

What, haft thou Hell invok'd too on thy fide ? 

Can Cyrus truſt his helping God no more? 

So little do I fear thee now, falſe Perfian, 

That, ſtoodſt thou guarded like the King of Furies, 

Ten thouſand glaring Spirits round about thee, 

With burning Tridents, and hot Scourges arm'd, 

To hurry me from Earth like Mortal damn d, 


I'd through em all to meet thee, daring Boy. 


Arta. Recall your Temper, Sir, and blame not Cyrus, 
Who, bating his Ambition, ſtill is virtuous. 
His Soul, pure as the firſt created Mortals, 

Who in the World's prime Innocence began, 
E'er Luſt and Power defac'd the tender Image, 
And crept into the Frailties of Mankind 
This was perform'd by ſome Magician's Art, 
At the Command of the Mirian Monarch, 
Who, fince his late Defeat, baſely and cowardly 
Is forc'd to have Recourſe to helliſh Tricks, 3 
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And in his finking State catches at Air, 7 
| Graſps any thing to fave him from o'erwhelming. | 

The Gods will guard you through an Hoſt of Devils, y 

Then as Hell's Malice only this eſteem. | | 

[Noiſe of finging within. 4 

Cyax. Whence comes this Sound of Muſick, and of 


Voices ? | [Captain goes off. 
am I awake? let real, Artabo/is, 
That we have ſeen, or that we now do hear? 
[Captain re-enters. = 
Capt. The brave Hyfaſpes, Sir, is juſt arriv d, | 
With Preſents from his Royal Maſter Cyrus, {1 
To Cyaxares his Imperial Uncle. 3 


Inter to them Hyſtaſpes, with Panthea, Women, and 
| Attendant 


s, 1 
SONG. 


I. . 
Heard, howe the Trumpet and the Drums, 
With diſmal Voice proclaim fhe comes, 
Whilft wwe that Victory deſpiſe, 
Where Valour Buſhes a at the Prize. 


" » as 
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* 
The Royal Captive now appears, £22 | | 
A Beauty finking under Showers of Tears. - | | 
Love's Queen in Chains, fetter d are all ber nnd os 
And uſeleſs lie her little Hero's Arms. 


III. IB. 18 
And yet the Conqueror ſhall yield, | þ 
Aud give wp all the Trophies of the Field; © | 
Shall kiſs that Sceptre, which the World daes Fug, 
oe at his Captive's Feet his Laurel: lay. 


— 
fo” ea leis} a — — 
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20 CyRvus the Great; or, 


How pleaſing is the Pain a Lover feels, | 
Glad to be chain'd to my Chariot Wheels ! Wc 


Th 

Such is the Force of Love! the Great, the Brave, Sp 

All muſt ſubmit, ſometime put on the Slave. | Or, 
Sax. Bleſt Sight! and happy Cyrus much more bleſt, WM i; i 
That in thy boundleſs Prodigality, Wi 
 Canſt throw away ſo rich, immenſe Delights, oN 
And ſcatter Pleaſures as the Gods do Bleflings ! Th 


[Panthea and her Maids wery. ( 
[Hy ſtaſpes 4nce/s. WH Th 
Hy,. The great, the valiant, and the faithful Cyrus, 
The Light of Empires, and the World's great Soul, 
To whom all Nations bend, bids me to kneel, 
To his dear Uncle, Father, Maſter, Cyaxares, 
And as an earneſt of ſucceeding Glories, 
Lay here the Queen of Beauty at your Feet. 
Not Crowns nor Kingdoms does he ſend by me, 
Thoſe he reſerves with all religious Duty 
To plant himſelf about your Royal Temples, 
And with his own victorious Hands to give you 
More Laurels, and more Heaps of Monarchs Riches, 
Than ter adorn'd the Shrines of Deities ; 
And her whole ſo much celebrated Charms 
Made all the World, and Cyrus Ears in Love, 
Yet wou'd not your brave Nephew truſt his Eyes 
With the leaſt Sight of what they ſo much long'd for, 
Leſt they ſhould Rivals prove to Cyaxares. 
Cyax, Are theſe, O Love, Rewards of Victory: 
Or the bleſt Conſorts of the Gods themſelves, 
By ſome more aw'd Divinity brought thence, 
Leaving th' Immortals mourning Widowers? ——— 
But what is ſhe that ſhines above the reſt, | 
As Qutbia does among her ſtarry Train, 


* 
£ 
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74 
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chedding more precious Eſſence from her Eyes 
Than Pharbus wantonly each Morning draws 
From Beds of Violets, or the Dew of Roſes? ——— 
Speak, thou more fair than fineſt Thought can form, 
Or, but thy ſelf, the Sun did ever ſee. 

Hyft. Gods ! Hyfaſpes born to be your Hatred! 
[s it her Griefs, or what, that makes this Change 
Within my Boſom ? I wou'd not call it Love 
0 Cyrus, hadſt thou view'd theſe dangerous Beauties, 


| Thou hadſt not mark'd thy Friend out to be wretched. 


Czax, What, not a Word t'inrich thy humble Creature? 
There is no Goddeſs that can ſpeak like the. 

Thy Griefs keep Concord with thy Virgins Songs, 
Who, to thy Sorrows, ſet their warbling Notes, 
Whilſt thou add'ſt Tears to ev'ry Syllable, 
and with thy Sighs gives the ſad Tunes their Time; 
Or was not this the Muſick of the Spheres, 
Never before made known to mortal Senſe, 
And thou the Goddeſs of that happy Place ? 

Hyft. Sir, ſhe's Panthea, 

The fam'd fair Daughter of the Scythian Queen. 

Panth. O! yes, tell all my Woes too, if thou canſt, 
And tell em with a Grace, that I may ſooth 
My many Sorrows to a little Reſt. 

For I ſhall never ſay em in an Age. 

I have a thouſand ſwelling in my Soul, | Y 
Struggling at once, and ruſhing to get foremoſt, 

So I can ſpeak of neither, but at laft 


Call to my Aid my Sex's feeble Temper, 


And draw the ſullen Vapour into Tears. 
Cyax. Divine Panthea ! 
Panth. Call me what I am, 

Tell me not what I was II was Panthea, 

Panthea rich in Friends, bleſt as their Hopes, 

Prais'd and beloy'd, or I was groſly flatter d, 

way from the Fondaels of my Parents Arms, 


——_C 
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(Hanging 
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(Hanging ſtill round my childiſh Infancy) 
Found no falſe Change, no waining of my Joys, 
But ev'ry Day increas'd my Happineſs ; 
And the ſame Stars that ſmi'd upon my Birth, 
Seem'd ſtill to tempt, and draw all Eyes to me; 
All Knees, all Hearts did bend where &er I came, 
And bleſt me as their Goddeſs, or the Spring: 
And till this Day, of all my Age accurs'd, 
I never knew what a worſe Moment was. 
Hy. © thou art loſt, undone Hy/ta/þes, quite ; 

The Glory of the Battle owes to thee, 

But this bright Victim makes the Victor bluſn 

Yet to revenge me on my ſelf, and Crime, 

If Cyrus will not grant her Liberty, 

I'll do't my ſelf, with forfeit of my Life. 

ax. Go on, go on, thou charming Creature, do, 
Each Word leaves Bliſs and Wonder in my Soul. 
Panth. But oh! now to repeat the Sum of all, 

That which methinks ſhou'd ftrike the Hearers dead; 
When my full Joys had ripen'd for Enjoyment, | 
And I wrapt up in harmleſs Extaſy, 
To ſuch a Height, I faw no Ground below, 
And thought the Glaſs of that bleſt Hour wou'd ne'er 
Berun ; I mean (Gods, give me leave to fay it) 
As my dear Mother in the Temple gave me 
A happy Bride, in ſhew, to Abradatas, 
The brave and moſt heroick King of Suſa—— 
Scarce had the Prieſt the holy Rites perform'd, 
When ftrait the T'rumpets call'd, and Battle join'd, 
Cyrus approaching with a fatal Charge 
On Cre/us, and the Forces of our Army; 
Then was my Love ſnatch'd from my Virgin Arms 
To his Command, and I ran breathleſs on the Walls 
To ſee my Abradatas fight and conquer; 
But ſoon, methought, I ſaw him round inclos'd 
With Enemies, which Sight ſo ſnatcht my Senſes, 


That 


zat 
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That on a ſudden, follow'd by my Woman, 

found me in our Camp, not knowing how 
went, nor waking from that wretched Slumber, 

Till I was brought a Priſoner to Hyflaſpes. 

Cyax, Ah ſweet Panthea ! if thy Sorrows move ſo, 
What canſt thou do, diſpenſing, Smiles around thee? 
But oh the Thoughts! I'll tear em frem my Breaſt, 
Pull out the Seeds juſt rooting in my Heart, 

And die, rather than live with the Diſgrace 
Down, down, thou fair infectiou Charm of Beauty, 
Down to the firſt Abyſs from whence thou cameſt, 
Where Light lay bid, when all things were a Chaos, 
Thou Cheat of Senſe, and Blinder of all Eyes 
Cyrus is boaſting now of his Deſign, 
That laid theſe Nets of Beauty in my March, 
To ſtep my fair and quick return to Glory 
Away, thou fweet Deſtroyer of my Fame 
Hyflaſpes, haſte with thy fair Charmer hence; 
Go, tell thy Maſter all that thou haſt ſeen 
Of Cyaxares ; tell him, that Panthea © 
Shou'd be eſteem'd as Heav'n and heav*nly Joys, 
Not to be taſted by a Man, and live; | 
Therefore I give her to the Stars, from whence | 
She came Bid Cyrus do the like Be gone, 
Quickly, leſt I ſhou'd wiſh to look again. 
Pan, Ten thouſand Glories crown your Head for this, 
May this brave Action make your Name and Bliſs 
Renown'd on Earth, as is the God of War, 
And when in Heav'n, a bright and ſhining Star. 

Hy. I am amazed Can this be real, Sir? 


are not tell the King of your refuſal. 


ax. Do it, I charge thee, and inform him too, 
That Cyaxares comes to meet him ſtrait, 
With Courage awful as Afages, 
When — but a pratling Boy, admir d him, 
Look's from the Ground, ador d his Majeſty, 
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And fear'd him like a God, - Go from my Eyes 
Remove thoſe gay bright Syrexs, that forerun 
A Storm. 

Hy. Come, Madam. 

Panth. To kind Death, I hope -oo— 
Brave Cyaxares. _ 4 85 N | 

Cyax. O ſpeak no more Thou conqu'ring Beauty, go,-. W- 
There lies your Path—We muſt take ſeveral ways; 
If you look back, my ling'ring Virtue ſtays, 

ED [ Exeunt ſeverally, Exeunt Omni. 


ACT. SCENE 1. 


Cyrus diſcover*d upon his Throne in Triumph 
amongſt his Captains and Soldiers, Crœſus 
bound for Execution. 


n 
r Nough—— Theſe ſplendid Vanities I oath, 


Cas. - (Sounds of Triumph. 
8 | E fo The Boaſt of Fools, and Pageantry of Cowards; 
I fits too heavy on your Cyrus Arms — Þ 
. O let me riſe, and let em looſe, my Soldiers, 
To throw about your Necks, and thus embrace | 
My valiant Friends and all my brave Confed'rates, 
By whoſe ſole Aid (Gods be my Witneſſes) 

I own it with a Pride, I have reitor'd | 
The World to its dear antient Liberty, 

Free captiv'd Nations from their Tyrant's Yokes, 
And plac'd *em on the Necks of barb'rous Kings, 
Trod down the Walls of fam'd Semiramis, 1 
That founded firlt this Fan Monarchy 3 = 


oy, 


2 


J. 
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Made my Commands in one quick Moment ſpread 
Like Thunder, terrible through all the City. 
But let's no more afflict this Monarch's Spirit, 
But grant him that which ev'ry gallant Soul 
In vaſt Diſtreſs require. a ſpeedy Death 
Away with him, and having plac'd him on 
The Fuel, let it blaze ; a juſt Reward 


For him that has ſo long ſet all the World 


In Flames—Quick, take him hence. 
[4s they are carrying off Creeſus to Execution, 
Cyrus calls him back. 

* O Solon ! Solon! Solon 

Cyr. Stay, bring him back, ſay, what does Crafurt meanz 
I did expect thou ſhouldſt have ask'd thy Life, 
And thou in ſcern of me call'ſt loud for Sploxr . 
Can Solon ſave thee from the Wrath of Gyrus? ; 

Cre/. No, *tis too late; but that which made me call 
On Solon, was, to my remembrance came | 
The Sentence of that wiſe and learned Te eacher, - 
Which I till now contemn'd. "Twas in the midſt 
Of all my Glories, Children, Friends, and Riches, | 
Thinking myſelf, no God cou'd be more happy, 


I ſent for Solon to reſolve this Queſtion —— 


Tell me, ſaid I, who is the happieſt Man 

On Earth ? but Solan anſwer'd, there was none, 

None cvu'd be truly happy whilſt he liv'd. . 
I ask'd him then, who 'twas he thought was happieſt? 
Expecting that he ſhou'd have ſaid, *twas Crarfus ; . 
But he reply d, the happieſt Man he thought 

Was Tellus, once a Citizen of Athens, | 

A Man that had no mean nor mighty Fortune; © 

His Wife not fair, nor homely, but belov'd, 

And virtuous, and his Children all obed ſents” 5 

Who, like the firſt Man, liv'd in Paradiſe; 


And never preſod the Strangers luſcious Fruite, 
Nor drank bot what his own ful 14 8 yield , 


3 red 
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= Fed on the Fleſh of his own teeming Flocks, 
And wore no Cloaths but what their Backs afforded ; 
I3 his own Pale grew all his Suſtenance, 
And in his Boſom all the World's Content. 
1 Cyr. How brook you then your falln and loſt Eſtate? 
Methinks with brave Contempt you bear your Chains, 
JN And Cre/us looks as if he ſpurn'd his Fate. 
4 Crex/. So much my Mind does ſoar above my Fortune, 
That I behold with greater Scorn theſe Bonds, 
= Than thou, born up with the World's flattering Wings, 
TLook'ſt down on me that am thy Slave—Yet in 
= Deſpite of all thou canſt, I'm Cre /is ſtill. 
1 Cyr. Tis bravely ſaid, and ſpoken like a King 
| l I have been told, that in thy Spring of Glory 
Thou didſt conſult the Delphic Oracle, 
And kneel'd before the God Days numberleſs, 

| Maderich Apcllas Shrines with ſuch vaſt Preſents, 
As did excel what the Earth's Bowels hold, 
Mlight make a Ranſom wou'd reſtore the World, 
= Were'; threaten'd to be ruin'd by the Gods. | 
= Cre/. All this, nay more, the God did heap upon me: 
My Children, Friends, and Kingdoms ſo increas'd, 
bat Eur9ze cou'd not bound my ſpreading Empire, 
Nor Afar Cities number out my Wealth. | 

Cyr. The God was grateful to thee for a while: 

But by what wonderful Negle& of thine 
Haſt thou fince loſt the Merit of his Bounty? 

. Cref. Fil tell thee all with a prodigious Patience 
Having at length tir'd out th' relenting God 
With my unweary'd Steps, ne'er ceaſing Pray rs, 
This Anſwer I receiv'd from the bright Altar 
Cræ ſus no more Let Crœſus tnow himſelf, 
And he to his Life's End Shall happy be. 
Theſe Words ſo much exalted my frail Mind, 
[| That then, methought, I reign'd not amongſt Men, 
| But rul'd the Sky, and ſaw the Stars below me. 5 
1 ; | | Y 
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My Wealth, my Friends were numberleſs as Sands, s 
Still no Storm greu upon my ſmiling Days; 
No Croſs, nor Rub lay in my ſmooth State's Way, 
No Viſion was ſo calm as was my Life ;_ 
Ely/jum envy'd my ſtrange Bliss, and wonder'd, 
Cyr. Now by the Gods, thy Bleſſings were fo rare, 
So very {ſenſible thy Loſſes move, 
That my ſtout Heart begins to pity thee. 
Cre/. Look to thyſelf, thy Fortunes reach their higheſt, 
Mine touch the Ground, and can no lower be; 
I from this Hour begin to know myſelf, 
And from that Knowledge I renew my Joys 
But as I told thee, ſo my Life continu'd 
In ics ſtill ſmiling Form and Flattery, | 
Till thou, freift Harbinger of Death and Aula 
Haſt let the Ocean in on Crafſus Gloties, 2 
And left him poor, bereft of all, but what thou ſeeſt. 
__ Cyr. Deſpair not, Cra, ſus, thou art ſtiil the ſame; 
What Solon and the Gods have faid is true; 
And Cyrus. as a Servant of the Oracle, l 
Obeys thy Fortune, and abſolves thy Doom p 
Unbind him ſtraight, unbind thoſe ſacred Hands, 
Set fire with ſpeed to the vaſt Fun ral Pile 
That was defign'd to burn che pious King, 
And ſacrifice thereon a hundred Heads | | 
Of Oxen, dedicated to the Gods; 1 
Augment the Flames with rich Arabian Gums, - 
With Pearls and Spice ſent from the Kings of India 
My Laurels, Standards, and my Crowns ſhall burn, 
'Patone the Gods, rather than one dear Hair 5 
Of Virtue periſi - Come then to my Arms, 
And ſhew me how to be a King indeed, 
Solon taught thee, and thou ſhalt tea ch thy Cyrus. | 
Creſ. O mighty Prince! Thou much more God than 
My.emalating Soul flags at thy Sight, | (Man! 
The Genius of the World muſt bow to. thine ; 
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And all the Virtues of Mankind together 
Make but dim Light before thy beauteous Preſence. 
Cyr. Your Children and your Wives receive a 
With all «thoſe Kingdoms you by Right were born to. 
Sardis, wherein lies heap'd both yours and mot 
Of Alas Wealth, I'll fave from Death and Plunder: 
Only for Ranſom ſome few Sums extract, 
To reward my Soldiers, and divert their Hopes 
From Expectations of ſo great a Ruin; 
Then, Cre&/us, dwell for ever in my Breaſt. 
Cre/. My Thanks are too too great to be expreſs d, 


or, 


IQ can no more than hoard 'em in my Thoughts, 


And pay you Bleſſings as I wou'd Apoll. 

May Cre/us meet the Death that was prepar'd, 
When he for Love of Empire, Wife, or Children, 
Forſakes his Prince, and leaves to follow Cyrus. 


Enter nn attended. 


Lauſ. Where's this Divine, this Miracle of Virtue, 
This Rival-to the Merciful Sieve? | 
Shew me the Face of this exalted Man, 
Who ſtood betwixt the Vengeance of the Gods, 
And from the dreadful Pile of flaming Ruin, 
Has ſnatch'd a King, and fav'd my Father's Life; 
Let me adore the Ground his Steps have bleſs'd, 
And kiſs the Feet of the immortal Cyrus. 
Craf. Great Prince, my Daughter, and your meaneſt 
Handmaid. 
Cyr. How, Crefus ! Now by th' ſacred Sun ſhe's fair— 


Riſe, or I bluſh at this unſeemly Poſture. 


Lauſ. Here let me fx You ſhou'd be thus A 
Thou Bleſüng of all Eyes, thou Heavenly Wonder 
Indeed I ne'er did ſee a God till now ——— | 


Where have I liv'd ? —The Mountain, Cottage-Girl, 
That in her . nnn 


Above 


e 


And the fair Gueſt of Cyrus. 
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Above the Keeper of the neighbouring Herds, _ 
Cou'd not approach you with ſuch Joy and Terror, 
As I do now; {o much you do excell 
The little World that I have ſtill been bred in. 

Cyr. Thou pretty'ſt Innocence as ever talk'd, 

Look back upon thyſelf, difperſe theſe Clouds, 
T heſe ſorrowful Looks, that hide from thine own Eyes 
Their Brightneſs, and thy near approaching Joy. 
To-morrow 1s the Day, no longer than to-morrow, 
Gives all thy Wiſhes and Revenge a Crown. 
When Balthazar's laſt Stake, and hated Life, 


Il ſacrifice appeaſe the faireſt injur'd, 


And thy dumb Brother's Ghoſt ſhall from Fh/cum 


Riſe in a Form Divine, and bleſs thy Beauties. 


Enter Officer. 


Offc. Hyflaſpes is return'd, and brings with him 
The News of Cyaxares his Approach. 
| Lauf. Go on; whilſt I retire to pray, 


| Lauſaria's Guardian Deity you are; 


But turn, oh turn that awful Look away, © 
My Eyes cannot endure the pointed Ray; 
Spare it to conquer Baltlbaxar in Fight, 


For Beauty trembles at the ſtrange Delight; 
And if a Virgin's Wiſh can proſper thee, 
That hateful Tyrant ſhall thy Victim be: 


If not, and there's a God greater than Fove,” © 
Save, ſave (that God) his precious Life and Love. v1 
[Ex. Lauſ. attended. 
Cyr. Cræſiu, let nothing be refus'd that may . 
Increaſe her Welcome, as becomes thy Daughter, 


Now all prepare to meet my Royal Uncle. | 
B 3 Enter 
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Enter to them Hyſtaſpes, Panthea, and Women | 


When comes the Royal Craxares ? | 

Hy/t. To his worſt of Rage abandon'd, 

And in proud Envy of your growing Conqueſts, 
He bad me, in Contempt of your rich Kindneſs, 
Return the mighty Preſent with myſelf; 

Said he, I will be with the haughty Cyrus, 
Fer thou canſt bring my Meſſage to the Boy. 

Cyr. What, did he ſcorn the Proffer of my Duty, 
Return the Preſents which I ſent him, ſay it thou? 
O Gods ! it cannot be ; thou doſt abuſe my Uncle. 

Hy. Sir, all that I have ſaid 
Cyr. No more, Hyffaſpes. 

By my immortal Fame, and ſacred Crowns, - 
None but thy ſelf had told me fo, and liv d 
Ha ! what do I behold ? More Wonders ſtill 
What Lady's that? What weeping Lady's chat? 

Hyft. Panthea, Sir. | 

Cyr. Panthea, Sir — What, what Panthea ? 

Hi. Thomyris' Daughter, the brave Scythian Queen, 
And the fair Captive whom you did command | 
Me to preſent to Cyaxares ; yet, 

1 fear to tell, he did reſuſe her too. 

Cyr. Refuſe her, ſay'lt thou? Gods! did he refuſe hee? 
Was I fo laviſh, ſay ? What Right had I 
To give the Wealth of all the World away ? | 
Nay, what wou'd bankrupt all the Gods in Heav'n. 
The Sun, the Moon, and Stars may be eclips' d, 

- But her bright Beauty is enough alone, 
Without their feeble Aid to light the Globe, 
And make eternal Day — —zs ' 


H. Si. 


i | SW: | Cyr. 


The Tragedy of Love. 3 


Cyr. Thus Prodigal like, 
Not thinking of the Vaſtneſs of the Gift, 
I threw away at once my whole Eſtate, 
And ne'er repented till too late | fee 
The mighty Sum ſpread large before my Eyes. 
Thou ſhould'ſt have plaid the faithful Steward, and 
Reftrain'd thy Maſter: s wild deſtroying Bounty. 

Hy/t. O pardon, mighty Sir, whe cou'd but hear 
Your dread Commands, and not obey you ſtraight ? 

Cyr. What ſhall I ſay? Tell me, Hy/aſpes, do, 

All you that know the ſecret Paths to Love, 
The Way to win a Woman's Smile, direct me 
In Fights you oft have took me from amidſt 
My Enemies unhors'd, and bore me from the Deus 
Breathleſs, upon the Arms of Victory; 
But now y'ave left me to my worſt of Foes, 
So awful, fo divinely formidable, 
That your proud Cyrus Heart (mark that, my Soldiers 
Which never ſtoop'd to fear what Man cou'd do, a 
| Nay, what the Gods through Miracles have wrought, | 
Lies panting now, and gaſping at the GED l 

Hi. Madam 

Sr. Hold off thy n Hands, 

Shrines and their Deities may be W g 
More near —ÞP—- Goddeſs, Divinity, bright Venus, 

Is there a Name in Heav'n th'art worſhipp'd by ? 

O tell me that, and teach my Tongue to ſay it, 
That I may call thee what the Gods have nam'd"thee; 

Panth. O Cyrus] you forget yourſelf,” and mes ; 
I'm no ſuch thing, no Creature to be prais d. 2 
A Wretch forfaken of the World and Heav'n, 

Your Priſoner ; you ſhou'd pity, not admire me. 

Cyr. O ſay not ſo—PForſaken, ſay'ft thou? No, 
Rather the World and Heav'n are left by the 
Is there a Man that dares not call thee Queen? 

What wou'dſt thou have, or: be,. more thin thou art 
B 4 Say 
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Say but the Word, and thy Commands ſhall fly 
Quick as the Lightning from thy killing Eyes, 
And Cyrus is thy Slave to execute. - 
Panth. I have no Power, no Charms but Grief about me; 
That may move Pity, but can ne'er cauſe Love. 
All this wild Paſhon but diſturbs yourſelf, 
And cannot make a wretched Creature happy. 
You ſent me late a Slave to be abus'd; 
Bat this is worſe than when I was refus'd. 
Cyr. Pardon, thou Saint, a Man in Love untaught : 
I have been us'd in Battles from my Youth, 
Bred from my Birth like Lions in their Fierceneſs, 
Free as the Light, and uncontrol''d as Air, 
And never met a charming Foe like Thee ; 
Yet at thy Sight I can forget my Fury, 
Moulded like Wax, made ſoft before the Sun, 
And all my Paſſion, like a Storm quite ſpent, 
Lies huſh'd, and filent as an Evening's Breeze. 
Panth. Hold, mighty Cyrus, ſpare my tortui'd Boſom, 
Play not the Tyrant with fo great Misfortunes, 
And talk to me of Murders, Maſſacres, 
Wracks, and eternal Death Talk any thing, 
But tell me not of that which kills my Soul, 
Calls to my Mind to view the mighty ſpace 
"Twixt me and Joy : For nothing yet can prove 
So great a Miſery to me as Love. 
- Cyr. O let me catch that Sigh before it goes 
"Tis gone, tis gone, and each officious Wind 
Strove who ſhou'd catch the rich Perfume, 
And hoard it with the Treaſure of the Spring, 
Thence to diſperſe and brood o'er tender Bleſſoms, 
And add new Scents to ev'ry frag ant Flower ——— 
Q give me leave to kiſs this beauteous Hand 
Here has Arabia all its Sweets confin'd, 


Rich as from thence we Southern Breezes find, 
When Trees of Spice are gently fann'd by Wind, 
Hul. 
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Hy. Awake, Hyfaſpen, from this horrid Slumber —— 
Shall I ſee raviſh'd from me all my Right, 
And dare not ſpeak ?—By Heav'n PU climb the Danger, 
Though he ſtood arm'd at my next daring Word, 
To throw me from the Precipice, I'll dot 
May Heav'n give fetter'd Globes to Cyras' Wiſh, 
Crown you with Love, as you are Crown'd-with Conqueſt 
May all bright Beauties elſe adore your Charms, 
And ſtoop to him that gives the World a Law, 
But this fair Priſoner ; give me leave to aſk 
Her, who by Conqueſt is your Soldier's Prize. 
Hyſtaſpes begs the Sharer of your Blood ; 
If that's too great a Fame for him to challenge, 
Thus I implore it as your humbleſt Vaſſal. 
Cyr. O Gods ! he's jealous, jealous, on my Life 
O thou moſt mighty Jeve, hadſt thou at once 
Shot Thunder in my Ears, and Lighten'd in 
My Eyes, I had not ſeen and heard more Horror: 
Dear Cræſu.— Cræſus, give me Patience 
Am I thus ſoon ſo mean a thing become, 
That he that is my Slave durſt here preſume 
Before my Face to own ſo proud a Guilt, 
And mix his haughty Love with mige? Traytor 
Craf. Hold gallant Cyrus, Crejus bids thee hold. 
Cyr. O Cræſus, ſay, cou d Solon ſuffer this ? 
Is there a Rule in all Philoſophy 8 
To teach me Patience now ?—OQ tell it me 
Pant. Cyrus, no more. 1 
In vain are all this Rage and jealouſies 
Farewel. I'Il ſhut this 1 9 from your Eyes, 
Priſon and Abſence will be both your Cures: | 
ee 7 
Oy. A Priſoner! nduct her to my Ten 
Let what was Cyrus b&Panthea's Court: 
Adom'd with 4/a's Jewels let her ſhine, 
Sery'd like the Panthian Queen, ador'd and kneei'd to 
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By all her moving Empire round about her. 
And on the Globe where now my Eagle ſtands, 
Let Love be plac'd, and with its awful Banners 
Spread her Commands thro' all the ſhining Camp, 
And let an hundred thouſand Heroes Hearts 
Be facrific'd each Morning to ber riſing 
Panth. Hold, Cyrus—Ceaſe this unwe'come firife. 
What tho' y'ave in your Power my Death or Life, 
Know I am bound in faſter Bonds, a Wife. 
Cou'd I but Cyrus? Fame have lov'd before, 
When I had ſeen him, ſhou'd have lov'd him more, 
Yet there are greater Chains than all befide, 
I am both by Virtue and by Paſſion ty d. 
When I on Cyrus look, I muſt admite ; 
But for my Lord I burn with nobler Fire: 
And Two, I muſt confefs. are Gods to me, 
Which a are my Abradatas firſt, and thee. | 
Tak [Exit Panthea and 
[ Drums and 7 A 22 Within» 


Enter to Ren an Offer. 


8 The News? | 
Great Cyaxares is arriv'd. of 

Gr. Tis well—Have you inclos d the Way he comes, 
With Perfian Homoty ms, and MeYian Horſe ? 

Offi. Moſt mighty Cyrus, tis already done. 

Cyr. His Drums and Trumpets anſwer you more loud, 
And as he paſſes thro? your noble Ranks, _ | 
With welcome Shouts receive my loving Uncle —— _ 

[Exeunt Cyrus, Crœſus, Hyſtaſpes Manent the — 

The Scene opens, and diſcovers a Way rand with Sol- 
diers, and after a wwarlik#\ Sound, and Shouts, Cyrus 
and Cyaxares meet. Cyrus offers. to embrace Cyaxages, 
but he refuſes They come forward on the $ * 


My honour'd Uncle, Royal Cyaxares * 


Mow 


*%., 
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How long have you been abſent from Galt AY 
Ha! What is this I ſee? When I expect 
A kind Return of my true Heart's Salute, 

You bend your Head, and look another Way, 
And figh as if my Eyes were Baſiliſks, 

Or Breath ſhot Venom Ha! what means my Uncle Z 

Cyax. The meaning is too plain, tis Shame and Cow 
Do you not ſee em written in my Forehead ? 
What means this Pomp, theſe Shouts, theſe Heaps of Trophi 

Theſe Crowds of conquer'd Kings, and mighty Slain, 
And | but a poor idle Gazer on ? 
Tis that, tis that has ſwallow'd up my Fame, 
Branded the Son of great AMyages, 
Made me the Talk of all the World ;- 
A ſenſeleſs Block for Cyrus” Foot to tread on, 
And mount the Throne of all the Univerſe— 

Ungrateful Cyrus: | 
__ Czax. Hold—Oceaſe, dear Uncle 

Let not our Paſſions here be made a Sport 
To common Eyes we pray, you wou'd withdraw a 
Tis Cyaxares Pleaſure we ſhou'd be 
Alone — ſo, Uncle, let's fit down together, 
And I will hear with Patience, if I can. 

TErxeumt all but Cyrus and Cyax, || 
Speak, and I'll glew my Ears to ev'ry Word | 
Your Voice ſhall utter. 
Sax. Gods, that I were dumb! 

That ever I ſhou'd ſpeak, when what Thy 
Necounts my Loſs, and my eternal Shame, 
With Cyrus” falſe Ingratitude ? 

Cyr, Still, ſtill 
You touch the ſame harh String—TelFt be. 2 
What is't that hangs upon your r | 

Cyax. O this it 1 — _ = 
The Man that I have nouriſh'd in my Boſom, 1 1 

Safe guarded from an _— private Foes, 
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Lf That fought his Life with great A/frager, 
Led by the Dictates of prophetick Dreams 


Which now to Cyaxares prove moſt true; 
That thou, I fay, ſhould'ſt like a ſubtle Serpent 
Wind thyſelf round my guardleſs Breaſt, 


Then watch thy time, and poiſon thy Preſerver. 


4 Sr. Go on, go on— l hear you patiently. 


ax. Nay, give me leave to put it to thy Conſcience, 


And anſwer me as thou believ'lt it true. 


Cyr. I will. 

Cyax Did I not fave thee in thy Cradle? 
No ſooner had Mandana brought thee to 
The World (who then I think was innocent) 
But by Afyages' Command thou wert 
Deliver'd to be ſlain by Harpagus 
Have you not heard this oft for Truth ? 

Cyr. I have. 

Czax. Have you not heard too, how I ventur'd 'twixt 


My Father's Wrath and Pity, to preſerve 


Thy Life, by awing Harpagus, who caus'd thee, 
At my Requeſt, in private to be nurſt, 
Telling the King that thou wert ſurely dead? 
Cyr. This 1 have oft been told too. 
7 Jax. Did I not, 


-" When thou hadſt paſ'd the Years of Infancy, 


Oft put into my Father's cruel Mind 

The Senſe of his moſt foul unnarral Crime 
In killing thee, fo long, that he repented, 
And wiſl'd a thouſand times thou wert alive 
Again ?— This Opportunity I took 


Io tell the King of the Deceit, and beg'd 


The Life of Harpagu:— Then ſtraight wert thou 
Sent for to Court, and this thou well remember'ſt. 
> 
Czax. This did I, though "hs propheſ) d a 
That thou fhou'dit quite ſubvert the Median Empire, 
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And fill the Throne of great Ahages 

Then did I not, after my Father's Death, 

And when I reign'd alone, keep thee ſtill by me, 
Taught thee the Uſe of Arms, to chaſe the Boar, 


 _ To hurl thy little Dart, and wound the Panther? 


And when the fiery Beaſt wou'd turn upon thee, 
I then wou'd interpoſe a violent Stroke, 
And taught thee how to give a mortal Blow, 
Leaving the Savage gaſping at thy Feet; 
And this thou art well witneſs of thyſelf. 
Cyr. All this, and more, you bring to my Remembrance. 
Cyax. Is't poſſible, thou haſt not then forgot ? 
Is this a kind Return for all my Love? 
Who firſt began the War with Ba/thazar ? 
Was't not myſelf twice beat him in ſet Battles, 
Until thou wert of Years, when for thy Fame 
I ſent thee with the Flower of all my Strength 
To proſecute my Victories, and thou 
Whole tedious Years haſt kept the War on foot, 
_ Uſing my Subjects till they have forgot 
Their Countries Gods, their Faſhions, and their 
And worthip nothing but the Sun and thee ?— 
Pity me, Gods; for ſure I am become 
But the poor Shadow of the thing I was. 
Sr. O Uncle, hold: For I can hear no more. 
What wicked Man has poiſon'd thus your Ear? | 
Your Words, though they are moſt unjuſt, and I 
Am guiltleſs, yet they're Daggers to my Soul 
When ſpoken with Unkindneſs— Ah, why droops 
My Royal Uncle, hanging down your Head, 
Throbbing that noble Heart, as if the Weight 
Of all the Miteries on Earth depteſs d it? 
Snatch me, ye Gods, this Moment into Noching, 
If I your Cyrus am the leaſt to blame 
In what you- have accus'd me, 
| Cyax. Well, I've done. 
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Cyax. Have I worn out my Youth, at home your Subje& 
In War your General; deny'd myſelf 
The ſoft Retirements of the Court, in which 
Your meaneſt Paraſite enjoys more Pleaſure 
Have not my Courriers found you in the Height 
Of Banquetting, inform'd you of the Dangers 
That I had paſs'd in ev'ry dreadful Fight, 
Which only the Relation of 'em made 
Your trembling Courtiers ſpill their brimming Bowls, 
And with the Palſy lift em to their Mouths ? 

Cyax. No more, my Cyrus. 

Cyr. And have I not augmented all the Kingdoms 
Of great A/zages, with hazard of 
My own?— What Crown, what Treaſure have I gain'd, 
Of which I did not make you firſt a Proffer? 
Do I a Secret keep, or hid from you, 
Or hoard that Wealth, of which you ſhall not Fre F 
Is it for this I have ſo ill defery'd 
My Uncle's Envy, and unjuſt Suſpicion ? 

Cyax. Enough, my Cyrus. 

Cr. Will you then embrace me? 


Czax. I will. 
* Cyr. And let me kiſs rad rp; my 
Cyax. Thou ſhalt 


O Cyrus! Thou haſt conquer'd me, my 9 
can no longer hold, but muſt forgive thee. 
See, ſee thefe Tears, that ſprung from Tides of Grief, 
Are now augmented to a Sea of Joy. 
Hide "em for ſhame! Oh, hide em in thy Boſom ! 
Come, I will chide no more—may I be thought 
[They both riſe up. 
A Coward, led in Triumph by my Foes, 
And put to an ignominious Death, when 1 
Again reflect unkindly on my Cyrus, 
Thou art my Son, this Moment I adopt thee, 
And I will die the ſooner, to make Room 


For thee, 


& 


And now: he's doubly 


In ſpite 
| Thea Jeap'd into the Street, and (here you _ 
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Cyr. O my dear Father, ſay not ſo 
Te-morrow brings the Empire of the World, 
I ſee it plain, and daaling Victory + 
Flies like an Eagle, circling round your Head, 
To ſhew our Way o'er Hills of ſlain M 


And under falling Clouds of Scythian Dart, 
Which from our Shields we'll throw like ſcatter d Hall, 
Whilſt with one Voice, around the conquer'd F ield, a 
The Dying praiſe us, and the Living yield. 

[Exeunt omnes. 


AGF: MA SCENE: 1 


Enter Cyrus wvith Guards ; 15 carey. with an Hoa 


meeting him. 
CYAXARES. 


'VE a Requeſt to beg of you, my Cyras. 
Cyr. What is't, my Royal Uncle? Speak, 
yet not, 
Tis granted cer tis nam'd. 


een A 

And how reſtore him to your wonted 3 | 

Cyr. O 'tis the thing that I with Joy intended, 

Fed R iſe, my Hy/taſper, 

My Soldier, riſe, my Kinſman, my right Arm; 
For that was ne'er ſo near me in the Fight, 
Nor puſh'd it on fo fiercely -O my Friend! 
Doſt think I have forgot my valiant Leader? 


But above all at the Surprize of Sardis, 
When thou wert follow'd by the 


Led by thy brave Example, all diſmounted 

Your kery Courſers, and with Scaling- Ladders 

Cimbd up the Walls, and ſhouted on the Top, - 
of Showers of Flints, and Clouds, of Arrows ; 


Till 
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Till you had op'd the Gates amidſt the Guards, 
And clear'd my Way through Cluſters to the Town—e 
This, this with Joy I do remember fill. 
Hyft.. V oyal Grace extends too far above 
The 4 Hyffaſpen—OQ, I grieve 
When I look back on my Offence to you, 
The braveſt Maſter, and the beſt of King . 
Cyr. No more. Hytaſpes, welcome to thy Prince, 
More dear to him than penitent Children are 
To Parents, or than Martyrs to the Gods, 
And like them too I will reward thee, 
Hy. O, I know y'are liberal, 
| Can diſpenſe Crowns and Scepters as you hat 
And make a Monarch of the Man you favour ; 
But Pardon's the rich, th" only thing I beg, 
And is from Cyrus more than I can merit. 
Cyr. Enough, Hyfafpes ;. thou ſhalt fee I love thee, 
When I beſtow upon thee ſuch a Treaſure, 
That all Mankind ſhall wiſh tg be thy Rivals — 
Crefus, thy Ear—ſend for thy Daughter ſtraight—— 
I promis'd thee that I wou'd chuſe a Husband 
For her, and I will do it Such a Husband, 
That thou ſhalt bleſs the happy Moment when 
Thy Wife brought ſuch a Daughter to the World 
To be ſo well beftow'd—— Go fetch her, Crafus. 
Crz/. O happy Girl, Lauſaria / he does 
Intend ſure to beſtow himſelf upon her. (Exit Creefus, 
Hy/t. O Gods ! I dream—Can there be ſuch a Thought 
Has he reſolv'd to give Panthea to me ? 
| Cyr. Prepare, Hyſlaſpes, now to meet ſuch Joys, 
Which if thy Senſes are not all immortal, 
Thou art not able to ſuſtain——Behold— 


Re-enter Crœſus leading Lauſaria attended... 

Behold the brighteſt Star that gilds the World, | 
And makes that Boſom Heav'n where-e er ſhe ſhines, 
: 4 H ly. 
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Hyg. Is this the Prize of all my flatt'ring Hopes? 
Now I perceive the Gulf that lies before me, 
vet I run on, and cannot ſtop myſelf ; 
This mortal Diſobedience ſtabs me quite 

Lauſ. Now all ye gentle Powers that p Love, 
And thou, Diana, from the Stars look dewn, 


I ſee my Life or Death writ in thoſe Eyes, 

There is no Mean betwixt my Heav'n or Hell, 

I'm to be rais'd this Moment to the Skies, 

Or flung into the bottom of Deſpair. 
Cyr. Aſſiſt me. Fove; and al you that diſpenſe 

Rich Bleſſings from the Skies Lend me your Aid; 

Extend my liberal Hands; for 'm to make 

1 wo Mortals now ſo infinitely happy, 

As will amaze your Godheads all to ſee, 

And make you wiſh to be tranſlated here 

Give me thy Hand, thou ſoſt, thou lovely Virgin 

Ha! why, what makes thou tremble, ſtart, and bluſh, 

And now look pale? This Combat of thy Beauties 

 Adorns thy Cheeks with double ViRories, | 

Whilſt both in Competition ftrive to paint 

A Colour there, to ſet at Enmity 

The Lilly and the Roſe—— Draw near, Hyfta . 
Larſ. O Gods, your Help! what does he mean to do ? 
r. Give me your TREE how? what means the 

1 (Man ? 

Give me your Hand, I fay cl aid expect % 

| You ſhou'd have flewn like Lightning to my Arms, 

And ſnatch'd her from me, ſo unmannerly 

Thy Raptures ſhould have been Here, take her to ches 

Why holds Lau/aria back ?—You both draw back. _ 

Hy. Your Pardon, Royal Sir, if my Offence 
Be not too great to challenge any Mercy. 
J do confeſs, the Wonder of the Bliſs has dunn d me; 


The ſoy's too great, too mighty for my Senſe, 


| [Hide 


n 
. 

| 
: 

z 
. 
: 


And 


2 
— 
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And thereſore to approach it as I ought, | | 
ane time to ſludy how to bear it. 
Cyr. Away; I've heard too-much—T'll talk with you 
Azon—Whetgpeans Lauſaria ? Riſe, my Charge. 
 Lauf. Aly why d'ye kill with ſuch a Look of Anger ? 
Now your ſtrange Beauties are ſo awful grown, A 
That they re above all Mortals to behold | 
Without a Dread ſtay the Lightning in 
Your Eyes — What will become of brave Hybafper, | 
If you let looſe to Action all your Frowns, 
And execute the Terror of your Looks? 
Pour em on me, "twas I the Grace deny d: 
For lo, I think ſo meanly of myſelf, 
That | can hve to be refus'd by him. 
Cyr. Riſe, or you preſs iny yielding Heart to 1 
This hurls me on the more to thy Revenge 
Guards, ſeize that Traytor, drive him from my Preſence ; 
To exile let him go, and not be ſeen _ 
So near as fie does her ſpreading Empire bound. 
Laa. O let me beg you wou'd recall your D 
Czax. Nephew. | 
Cra/. O Cyrus, L 
Mi — Prince, but hear us. 
8 Keep off, * you file me 
Why > Deke Craſjus, King of Lydia, I've decreed it, 
And none amongſt the Stars ſhall e er revoke 
Away with him A thouſand Bafliaks 
Are in his Eyes. 
Hu. With heſte I oC 
Thus on my Knees I take your gentle Doom ; I; go 
| To Baniſhment, and if my wand'ring Steps | 
1 Direct me where to do you ſome poor Service, 
TII do't with hazard of this hated Life 


* 


Ten thouſand Victories, nay more, 
Immortal Crowns and everlaſting Laurels 
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Adorn the E of the 2 God-like Cyrus. f 
[Exit Hyſtaſpes. 
Fra ſ. He's s gone, and ſee the King looks diſcontent. 
Cyax. Why Nephew, Cyrus, you are mY. 6 
Laſ. O Cyrus! | 
Cyr. What ſays the bright, the wrong'd” Knef | 
Lazu). Why have you baniſld from your fight babe 
Til tell you then, how raſhly you have done. 
The Sun and Moon might in our Heav'n appear, 
And both at once diſpenſe their rival Light, 


Eber our two Loves cou d join: and ſhou'd fieser. | 


Yet you yourſelf forbid the ſcornful Hymer. 

Since it' muſt out, PII tell it, if my Sighs, - / * 

Mixt. with ten thouſand Bluſhes, give me leave! 

I love (Heav'ns !) This poor Daughter to a captive Prince 

Owns it with Pride that ſhe does love the Man, 

Of all the World the greateſt, braveſt --y 

As e'er the Gods put in W mne 
Cyr. Alas! What's chis I hear? | 
Lauſ. Now judge by what I've ſaid, if Teowd ves 

Deſcend to love another I have done A 

O-leok not on me, Fam all on Fire, | ? 

Burnt up with Bluſhes, which-theſe Tears inrage; © * 

This mortal Secret, e ee 8 

Will kill Lauſaria. | 24 
+ Cre/. Unhappy Gilt de 
Lau/. Give me a Vail: And now the World farewel. 
Cyr. What means the bright, the wrong'd Lauſaria # 

Why doſt thou hide thy charming Face from We 
Lauſ. Tis juſt, after a Confidence fo new, 

It ſhou'd for ever thus be ſhut from you. 

My Bluſhes to all Eyes may be unknown, 

But oh ! I ne&er can ſhrowd em from my own. 

Olympus is too low. I want beſide _ 

The Sun to be eclips'd, my Shame ta hide. 
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Cold Cydzus, make thy Iey Stream my Urn, 
To drown my Flames, and quench me now I burn. 
[Exit Lavf. 
Gnas What, does not this ſtart Pity from: * Eyes 
And Heart? 
Cyr Tell me, inſtruct me what to Fs 
Oo ee lend me thy dear Breaſt, 
T'unload my Griefs, and learn thy precious Gn 
Run for Hyffaſpes quick, if not too late; 
Tell him, his Prince repeals his Baniſhment, | 
Will take him to his gentle Arms again 
Excuſe, dear Uncle, theſe unruly Paſſions, [ Fx. Office. 
And oh, my Friends, er your Cyrus Frailties. 
14 [Sound f @ Trumpet. 


Enter to them Artabaſus. 


What means this Trumpet's formal ſound ?—The News? 
Arta. It is a Herald from th' 4fjrian Camp.. 

That ſays, the Scythiar Queen, the brave Thomyris, 

With Abradatas, the young Suſan King, 

Attend to ask a moment's Parley with you. Nd 
Cyr. Then 3 

Cre/us, thou know'ſt her — Ie ſhe then fo Brave, 

So Great and Valiant as the World reports her? 
Cra/ She is indeed a Woman of ſuch Spirit 

As you have heard of Jura, of ſuch Honour, 

Such haughty Valour, and fo Maſculine, | 

That ſhe's well call'd, the Miracle of Women: 

But, then, like bold Semiramis, ſhe rages 

With ev'ry Vice of the moſt furious, wild, 

And monſtrous of her Sex: Yet Abradataes 

Is truly Valiant, Brave, and Virtuousr— 

But heark, ſhe ComMes,—this Trumpet ſpeaks her Entrance. 


Enter to them Thomyris, Abradatas, Women and Arten- 
| dance, in State, Scythian Guards. 
| * Cyr. She is indeed of admirable Preſence. —Thon 


: 
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Thom. There cannot be a Wonder on the Earth 
So great as Cyrus is: If thou art he, 
« Or is't ſome God, or Mars himſelf I ſee? 
For ſure theſe Eyes were never bleſs'd before 
With ſuch a Sight—W hat's Balthazar, and all 
The Princes of the Globe compar'd to him ! 
| Now I no more admire his mighty Fortune; 
That Godlike Mein and Preſence is enough | 
T' enſlave great Kings, and awe the barb'rous World 
I need not ask, who is the famous Cyrus ? 
Something which makes great Souls ſo near ally'd, 


7 Tells me you are that excellent brave Man. 
Cyr. I am that moſt unworthy Cyrus 
. What wou'd the great, th' moſt famous in the World, 


| The Scythian Queen ? 
Thom. Hear me, divineſt King 
» WH Curie me, you Powers, and languiſh all my Fame, 
Now l behold the gallant Cyrus Perſon, 
If eer injuſtly I become your Foe. 
Nay, I'll forget the Murder of my Son, 
And fay, his Death was my Misfortune only 
"You have a Virgin that's Panthea call d, 
The mourning, longing Wife of this young Prince, 
Whom {Cer the Prieſt had ſaid his binding Pray'r) 
The Gods, to ſhew the moſt uncertain State | 
Of human things, ſnatch d from his Nuptial Arms, 
And bore her from him by a Storm of Fate, | 
Ev'n in a time when they did think to join _ 
Faſt as their Wiſhes —— She your Priſoner i is. 
All Places ſave and privilege the Fair; 
Beauty is even held in War moſt ſacred, 
And Cyrus cannot ſtoop to do a thing | 
That is not brave. 
Cyr. Go on, bright Queen, 
. Thomy. Long hearing of thy vaſt and Lg Succe ſſes 
Oer all Mankind, in pity of the World, 


* EE I 1 arew 
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I drew a Force of Forty Thouſand Men, 
From my own yet unconquer'd Land, to aid 
Thy Enemies: This Army we'll withdraw, 

And with brave Cyrus make immortal League, 
1 f he'll reſtore the ſad Panthea to us. | 

| Cyr, Now bleſt be all thoſe Deities, that ſaw 
The folemn Rites performing gainſt their Wills, 
And would not let the the Hymeneal Torch 
Be light———Ask you me, whom piteous Heavea 
Sent by a Miracle to my Protection? 

Demand my Crowns, my everlaſting Fame, 

My ſhining Trophies, and my ViRories ; 

For they are not ſo dear, nor half fo ſacred, 
Nor look ſo bright in all the World's Efteem. 

Abra. O 1 am ruin'd — Hell is in my Boſom 
Panthea's loſt, undone, inconſtant, hal 
She loves him too, perhaps: O thoughtlike Death f 
Curſe on this feeble Arm, that cou'd nor guard her, 

Nor had the Courage to aſſault my Breaſt. 

Cyax. It is apparent that the Gods were all 
Diſpleas d, and meant thoſe Nuptials ſhou'd not be, 
When at the very Altar, like a Dove 
From the fierce Vulture's Claws, they reſcu'd her. 

ra. O King of an immortal Fame! 
Dread Cyrus, thou art Great, above the World, 
There is no thought a Woman here can fix 
Thy Soul, that ſoars and ranges like the Sun; 
Behold me from thy Power, like awful Jove, 
And O! reſtore me to my Heav'n of Love, 
4 Pity my Youth, and give Panthea to me; 

O give her to my Soul, and I Will add 2 | 
| To the bright Queen's, ten thouſand valiant Archers, be 0¹ 
And vow myſelf thy true Confederate. —— ' 67 bh Ne 
Think not tis Fear, that makes me ſtoop fo low _ Ne 
To beg of Thee, but mighty Love, that muſt " Or 
Be ſtill obey'd; elſe I cou d meet thee daring = | 


2e tt» Hams oth 


\t 
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At th' Head of all thy Army, ſhouting loud 


Jo animate” the Courage of their Leader: 
And O Panthea! were Panthea but 


The Vidcter's Prize, the bleſſed Hopes ſhou'd aid me 
To kill this great Diſturber of the World. 

Theni. Spoke like thyſelf, my valiant Abradatas, 
Thou haſt a Scythrian's Courage in thy Breaſt mms 
Iatreat no more; for Cyrus dare not hold her. 

The Gods and Thomyris have decreed 

To fetch Panthea back in Triumph from him 
To morrow I will meet thee in the Front 

Of Battle, where it ſhall be then recorded 

To thy eternal Shame and Infamy, 

A Woman conquer'd thee. : | 

Cyr. Proud Queen, retreat, leſt we profane. the Truce ; 
The niceſt Law of Arms can.ne'er indure 
Such daring Provecations. 


'F nter Panthea attended. 


Pant. My en ! 
80 of my Love, and Lord of my Deines ! 
Am I fo bleſt to ſee thee once again? 
To embrace thee once before I die ? 
Save me from Fears, from Priſon, and from Harms, 


And lock me fafe within theſe tender Arms. 


Abra. O my Panthea! Let me hold thee faſt, 
Hoard all my numberleſs and breathleſs Kiſſes 
On thy ſoft Cheeks at once: For ſomething tells me, 
This Pleaſure is too great and rich to laſt=——— 
O ſtir not from me. = 

Panth. No, we'll never part — 


Our Loves ſhall here incorp'rate us like Air; 


Not Swords, nor Death, ſhall any way divide us. 

Now tis beyond the Power of Jealouſy, 

Or Jove himſelf this Gordian to untie. mY 
: Nay, 


— 


48 Crx vs the Great ; or, 


Nay; Cree 3 is too brave, to good to ſee 


Such faithful Lovers languiſh any longer. 
Cyr. O, Iam firuck A thouſand Stings dart all 
At once their pointed Venom in my Eyes, 
And now I feel 'em in my Breaſt Tell me, 
What is t beſides the mortal Stroke of Love 
That pains your Cyrus thus? See how they graſp !— 
"Tis that. tis that—aflit me, Cyaxarts 
Say quickly, Friends, what ſhall be done to part em 
Speak, will you ſee me rack'd * Soul's between 
Each cloſe Embrace, 
And will not, cannot bear it any. longer 
Prince, from this fatal Extaſy retire, 
This Sight will mortal be to one of us. 
Abra. Thou ſhalt not ſtir— will not move without her. 
But leave ten thouſand Limbs, if I'd ſo many, 
Hack'd off, and hew'd from this unhappy Body, 
But I will bear her hence O my Panthea! mo 
Oh Mother! let me loſe this hated Life : | 
Firſt let me die before I part with her. 
Panth. T hink not of Death, my Abradatas, lo, 
The gallant Monarch melts, and fays it too ; * 
Our Lives ſhall be immortal as our Loves. 
Thom. Cyrus hasreach'd the utmoſt brink of Greatneſs 
The Gods no longer will diſpute thy Fate, 
Since they have puniſh'd thee with lawleſs Love; 
A curſed Charm, that ſlumbers all thy Virtues, 
That thou ſhalt never more awake to Glory 
Retire, my Son, from Beauty run to Day, 
And, by the Gods, Panthea ſhall be thine 
To morrow, when we only ſhall encounter | 
With the ſtarv'd Genius, weary Fame of Cyrus. 
My Women ſhall be foremoſt in the Fight, 
And, with their naked Breaſts and Arms difplay'd; 
Shall lead this once brave Man a Captive-Slave, 


This empty Form of his departed Greatneſs, 


Panth 


The Tragedy of Love. 49 


Panth. O Royal Mother! - 
Why d'you miſtake ? You wrong the God-like Cyrus. 
O give him gentle Words, mild as the Sound 
Of Pray'rs and Sighs in Sacrifices us dg; 
Speak thim, approach him as indeed you unh, 
As Conqu'ror of the World, and you ſhall fee _ 
No God can be fo laviſh, nor ſo kind. 1 
Ara. My dear Panthea, why d' you thus proceed? 
Unleſs you wiſh to make me werſe than Woman 
Hold, while I've Reſolution in my Breaſt, 
And all thy Heav'n of Charms will let me go; 
By thoſe, Thyſelf, I ſwear, the greateſt Oath _ 
That I can take, to-morrow I will bring 
Thy Abradatas to thee, live or dead. 
Panth, No, ſay net ſo— Thus kneel with thy Pantbea, 
Aly Hand cloſe lock d in thine, my Abradatas, | 
And ſend our Tears and our Requeſts together: 
Look, mighty Conqu ror, caſt your Eyes beneath, 2 
[ Both bneel, 
And may your Arms and Fame increaſe in Wars, 3 
As you to Love are pitiful and kind. n 
bra. Now, God-like Cyrus, from thy Rage look down, 
By all thoſe Virtues that have made thee ſhine, ; 
And gain'd the Name of the immotal Cyrus. 
Oh, ſtoop to ſee what mighty Love can do, 
That humbles thus thy generous Enemy, 
And makes a Suppliant of thy mortall'ſt Foe 
Since you have felt the Rage of jealous Love, | 
The Fire that burns unruly in your Breaſt. | 
Pity me then, and give Panthea to me: i ; 
O give her to theſe Arms! e 
 Panth, Mighty Cyrus, 8 „ 
Give Abradatas to my thouſand Wikhes, | * BA 
And oh, reſtore his lor d Panthea to him! T 
Cyr. They kneel—She kneels— 
See, ſee, my valiant Friends S EA 


ant! 


© _ 
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Do not my Eyes ſhed Blood They ſhou'd, they ſhov'd, 
For all the Torments that I feel within. 
This is the ſharpeſt Stroke that ever touch'd 
My Virtue here—Riſe, Goddeſs—In this Poſture 
Thou art more cruel to thy Cyrus far | 
Than he can be to the. 
Panth. Here we will grow, 
Thus ever fix d, thus rooted as you ſee us, 
Till from the nobleſt Breath of all the World, 
We hear the Sentence of our Death or Life, 
Cyr. Oh Friends! I feel a War within my Breaſt ; 
The horrid Sound of Fights and parting Ghoſts 
Are all but Muſick to my tortur'd Senſe— 
Yet fain I'd get the Victory o'er myſelf; 
But Oh, I can't ! and find I am too ueak 
By all the Gods, it is beyond a Mortal 
Ha! part em, or the Sight will kill 
Your General— And Oh, my Fellow-Soldiers ! 
Stay, whilſt this dreadful Moment I retire, 
And having rais'd Panthea from the Ground, 
Send my triumphant Rival back ; for this 
Is more than all the Wounds e' er had in Fight, 
And I my from nothing but this Sight. 
[Exit Cyrus. 
1 3 now I curſe my Tameneſs, and theſe Knees, 
That made me ſtoop ſo low to beg ev'n thee— 
Away, Pant bea, wiſh me not to ſtay ; EB, 
Go to thy Goaler back, and load his Head 


Wich Curſes, whilſt thy Abradaze: ſhall 


Prepare to fight, and pour em all upon him. 
| Thom. Go, we mult leave thee in thy Priſon again, 

But in the Morning thou ſhalt riſe from thence, 

Bright as the Sun that revels in his Chariot, 

And ſee thyſelf as free Go, whilſt we ſtay, 

ERevenge grows tame, and we forget thy Wrongs. — 

| Panth, Then muſt we part? Vet I'm to blame - Be _ 
| i o, 


» 
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Go, whilſt my Woman's Soul can give thee leave, 
And all the Bleſſings of a Love that's chaſte, 
A faithful, tender Wife's kind Thoughts attend thee. 

Ara. O my Panthea! __ 

Panth. And to infpire thee more, call to thy Mind 
Our infant Loves, the ſoft and precious Vows _ 
That we have oft exchang'd Nights without Number, 
As were the Stars our Witneſſes, till all 
Thoſe petty, lefler Knots were quite unravell'd, 

And made one nuptial Bond I've done. Farewell— 
But Oh, regard — regard that precious Life, _ 
By which both live, and all the Gods protect thee. 

"is. The Thoughts of thee ſhall ſtill enrich my Mind 

With all the Pleaſures that are yet to come, 

And thoſe that are like Viſions {lid away; ; 

How oft we've tyr'd the Watchings of the Moon, 

Till the pale Empreſs of the Night grew wear, 
And fate to reſt behind a filken Cloud! 0 

Thom. Have done, or I muſt act the Part of O 
And tear you from each other's Arms. | 

Abra. This Kiſs, and wa we part — Farewell 

It comes, 
Methinks already the fieree * begins, 
And bears thee from me o'er a thouſand BillwWs. 

Panth. Thee, like a Rock, I fain would hold, but cannot; 
But Oh ! rough Horror, like a deſperate Sea, 58 
Throws me from off Love's Fortreſs, and from thee... 

Abra. Weep not, nne ere 

long 
Our weary d Barks-may meet, the Storm Ger- blown. 
Truſt till to-morrow what the Gods can do. . 


[Exennt Tb Abradatas, en 
tendants, at one Door; and Panthea weeping, 
with her Maids, at. anather. Manent Cy- 
axares, Crœſus, Artabaſus, and Guards. 
C 2 Cyax. - 


—— 
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Sax. Let a ſtrong Guard attend the Sgrbian Queen, 
— beg, | 
Re-enter 
Cyr. Fell me, kind Uncle, tell thy ow quickly, 
Ho of a the ſad Panthea her 
Sax. As filent as the Day gives way 8 Night, 
And patient as the Spirit of a Saint 
Dying, and leaving all the World behind him, 
| Cyr. Run, Artabaſxs, run, and knee! before her; 
| Tel her, what Kingdom in the World can buy 
One Smile, or Tear on Abradatas thrown, 
LY And't ſhall be hers——The Sea's, nor Cræſaſ Hoard, 
Folds not the Wealth that I will bid for either; 2 
My Life, nay, ſay ten thouſand Lives are hers : 
Tell what thou canſt invent——Tell her, what not 
Say more than if thou wert in Love, thou then 
Cou'dſt fay—Yet hold, I will not truſt thyſelf alone 
Come all with me—You, Uncle, are a Father, 
Speak as you wou'd do to your only Daughter; 
Prop all the Sweetneſs of a Parent's 'Tongue——. 
* Crafus is wiſe, and has been taught to ſpeak, 
Thy Eloquence has clear'd the De/phick Riddles, 
O charm my Goddeſs as thou charm'ſt the God 
Cre/. Elſe may 1 fall a Sacrifice to Cru 
| . Cyax. Rejoice, my Cyrus, doubt not thy Succeſs; 
That needs muſt move, which tortures all our Pity. 

Cyr. Tis ſhe muſt pity, you forgive my Paſſion... 
Lend me a Dagger one of you, or kill me; | 
Come, who is noble, level here thy Dart, 

And reach this wanton Cupid in my Heart": 
Death from my meaneſt Vaſſal I will ſtand, 
Or fall by any but a Woman's Hand ; | | 
For Love ſtill plays the Tyrant with the Great, j 


Lets Fools and Cowards proſper in their State, 
_And only makes. 8 Nr er n 
ITExæeunt omnes. 
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ACT IV. 8 O EN E L 
1 draws 9 2 


a CYRUS. 
Er more Have I not faid enough,. dear 
KW TL Uncle ? © 


> IC 29 And have you not already ſeen and heard 
wich bluſhing, 0 much of your 9 
ä Frailties?? 
Cyax. Tell me, my Cyrus, when you haye diſclos d 
The heavy Load that lies upon your Soul, | 
Tl pour a Balm into't ſhall give you 3 
'Theſe Strugglings of the nobler Paſſions nem. 
The moſt heroick Mind that ever was. 
Cyr. O Cyaxares! I'm all Guilt al Stain, 
Ey 1 that rid the foremo in the World, 
And knew how dear, how my tl ae 1 
A Thing my hard: got Honour was yet that, 
And all are drown'd within a Sea of Love, we We 
_ My Empires, Crowns, quite-ruin'd by the Fair, __ 
'That gilded o'er the deep deluding Danger, 
Then tempted me to ſplit O, all my _ 
My matchleſs Glories with myſelf are ſunk, . 
In the falſe footing of a Woman's Smile. 
Sax. You are impartial to a Fault, my 1 
Whoſe Love is guided by the Rays of Virtue—- 
The Crime is not ſo great to be in Love; 
The Gods themſelves have often felt its Power, .' 
Witneſs the many Scapes of Jupiter 
Fi. = Life 9 V all conſeſo d, = once 3 
n his Who et ayes, Þ Man | 3 
3 
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Nay, Solon has confeſs d, 


. That he himſelf was once a Slave to Love. T, 


Cyr. Solon ! had Solon that to loſe as I have ? | 


Lf} Had he the Buſineſs of the World to fill © __ 
His Thoughts, and chaſe away all ſoft Ideas ? 


} Books 3 
$ But mine ſhou'd have been hardened, wrought by War, 


might have faſhion'd his tame Soul to Love, 


Proof as the Anvil gainſt the Cycles Hammers ; 


= 
Wo 3) 


And Glory in my Breaſt ſhou'd have eclips'd 


The Rays of Beauty———How I hate my elf! 


Achilles, when a Boy, did never handle 


And ply the Diſtaff with ſuch Female Skill 


Cyax. Still you run on, are too ſevere a Judge | 
Ev'n to yourſelf, your Honour is too nice, 


1 And diftates to you with a rigid Breath. 


This noble Caution o're your looſer Paſſions, 
Shews yet a greater Conqueſt ore your Mind, 
Than if you ne're had felt what Love had been 
Tis Mortal-like to be the Aim of Vice, 5 
But it is God-like to refiſt its Fur 7. 

Cyr. Teach me, dear Uncle, Wick the how to do fo: 
I feel my Virtue now begins to tire, 


if And Love plays att che Tyrant in my Soul, 


When I begin to wiſh the Pain away, 


0 then J win the pleaſant Grief w keep. 


E Enter to them Hyſtaſpes. 

Hit. Thus low Hyſtaſpes falls beneath your Feet, 
And comes to know his Monarch's joyful Dom. 
Cyr. Welcome, Hyflaſpes, once more to my Arms, 
And from this time for ever to my Breaſt ; | 
No Love, nor Jealouſy ſhall benceforth throw 
Suſpicions twixt my Friend and me, 
Hyft. Then tis TY. 
Above the Malice of Fiends wal. eld al 

Fo hock mo from the State Lee. 


\ ; * 
* 
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Bleſs d be the Gods that have again inſtall'd me 
In th immortal Throne of Cyrus” Favour =— 
But oh ! forgive, forgive your Soldier's * 
Led by his Frailties. PALE” 

Cyr. Thou art too good, Hyftaſpes 3 id 4 * 
'Tis thou haſt Cauſe to blame thy Cyruss Temper, 1 
When like a Man infected, mad in Love, 

I threw at randon, hurt my deareſt Friends; - 
So rag'd I with the wild Prometbean Fire: 

But I will quench it, quench it ev'ry Spark, 
And the bright Yenus then, that glitter d in 
My Eyes, 15 will behold hurtleſs as Shadows, 
Or as Fove's-Bird the Eagle does the Sun, 

Hy. O my lov'd Lord; purſue your gallant Hopes. 
She ſhall be yours by all the Powers above ; 
Myſelf ſhall hold your Hymen's Torch © Sir, 
She's too Divine for all the World but you. 

Cyr. No more, Hy/a/þes There is ſomething in 
Thy Face that ſhews thou art not yet well pleasdom— 
Tell me - why look'ſt thou, still * ys | wit 
A troubled Bro-? 

Hyſf. I came from ſach * Sighe .. | 
Wou'd ftrike Compaſſion. from. obdurate Becks... 
And make ſoft Pity flow from Hearts of Steel, 
The Courage of your Soldier flags to tell it. 

Cyr. Out with it, tho, let it be ne er ſo dreadful. 

Hyft. The fair, th! unhappy, innocent Las/aria, 
Is grown diftraged by a violent Grief; - ” 

Her Wits, her precious Senſes quite are gone: 
The Ornaments of ſo much Beauty fled 1... , 
Fled to the Gods that gave them, and, no doubt, 
_ E're long will draw the lovely Body after. 
. Cyax. Ha! what ſay'ſt thou? 
Cyr. Can this be true, ia, 
Cyzax. The Cauſe ?- © 
Hf Do you. not UW it, dne he ed, * 
C 4 | 
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A Paſſion for the great and famous Cyrus ? 

The ſad Occafion was, alas ! that ſhe 

Too lightly had reveal'd her Love to you : 

For from your Preſence ſhe no ſooner was 

Convey'd to her Apartment, but her Anger, 

Which firſt adorn'd her Face with bluſhing Red, 

Straight ſnatch'd the Roſes from her Cheeks, and left 

A pale and trembling Colour in their ſtead —— 

Mountains and Hills, come cover me, ſhe faid ; 

No, no, eternal Darkneſs ſhroud my Head 

From Cyrus's Sight. O!] Cyrus follows me; 

He mocks me Hide me from his ſcornful Eyes. 

Cyr. Hold, hold, Hyſlaſpes, give me Strength to hear thee; 
Thou pour'ſt ill News too faſt upon my Soul 
So- Zut go on. 

Hy. This for ſome Minutes held her, 
Till from the fatal Extaſy ſhe roſe, 

And ſtruggling to recall her wandring Seals, 

Look'd round about her wild and beautiful. 

But oh ! (thou raſh Mizerva to permit it) 

She let her Words at Randon fo diſperſe, - 

That we too ſoon the fatal Meaning knew, 

Through all their dark and riddled Senſe. | 
Cyr. Prithee, what ſaid ſhe ?—Say, did ſhe not curſe me? 
Hyf. Thus ſhe wou'd talk —— — 

Where's Cyras, where ? Has he not heard I love him 

Curs'd be bs Wretch that firſt diſclos d my Flame, 

See where ſhe's hurl'd, and has no reſt below, 

A thouſand Souls of chaſt and modeſt Virgins 

Arm at her ſight, and drive me from the Shades: 

Then muſt I back into the World again! 

O there is Cyrus, and Panthea too; 

He loves her, and ſhe loves him not again 

Ha! there th'art puniſh'd, falſe deluding Man, 

Thou art Revenge me, O Panthea, on him 


eee dou e — = 
Cruel 


v5 


That bred in thee ſuch 4 — ſavage Nause, 


Thy Friends — Foes to fall alike by thee, 
Pity the Man whoſe Breath thou didſt reſtore, - 


Aud ſave che greateſt Miracle of Love. 


And dwelt a Spy within the Enemies Camp. 
Neun now return d, and tells me both the Number, 
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Cruel 3 / cruelleſt of thy Sex 1 42 tou 
What mercileſs Panther gave thy Mother Suck, - 


a ng conn t6} 


Enter 7 them Croeſus weeping. 
Caf O Cyrus, I perceive the Gods ordain 


By all their Ruins to adorn thy Triumph. 


Pity my Daughter, on whoſe future State by 
That Life depends Go in; and ſeewhat Wrack; 
What wild Deſtruction thy ſtill conquering Genius, 

In Love as well as War, has made amongſt 

Lauſaria's Beauties. 

Or. When, when, ye Gods, will all theſe Miſchiefs ceaſes- 
Or grow to ſuch a. Bulk will fink me quite 
Chide me not, Cre ſus, chide not the Unhappy, 

Convey me to her ſtraight, and ſtrive 
With me to charm the cruel Deities; - 


[Exeunt Cyrus and Crœſus- 
Cyax. Why, why, ye Gods, has Cyrus fo , 
That almoſt at the Race's End of Glory, 


Worſe than Pandora's Plagues is ſent amongſt us? > 
Beauty, thou ſubtle Spoiler of the World, 


Fa 


Man were a God- Band were it not -for-thee x7 Sas” 
And there was never Hero yet below, 
That rais'd the jealous. Envy of the Gods, ” 
But this, this never-failing Curſe was ſent 
To ruin all his Fame, and blaſt his Glories . 
Hyſlaſpes, when does Balthazar intend » i. 
To give us Battle? m—_— —_— | 
Hy/t. Early-this next. Morning 3 « ; 1125-1 2 Thos 
I underſtood it by a Slave of mine, 1 
That fled at my Command ſome few Days in” 1+ 


C 8 _ Oxdel 


1 Pity the braveſt Valour in the World —— * 


58 CyRvus the Great; er, 
Order, and Strength of this ſo potent Army. 

He likewiſe ſays, that next their Maltitades, 

They put their chiefeſt Hopes and Confidence 

In brave Thomyris, and her Scythian Bowmen. 
Relying thus on his unweildy Forces, 

And fed with Lyes of Soothſayers, he remains 
Cloſe in his Tent, Carrouſes, Feaſts, and Revels, 
Scorning the Gods, the Fates, and thinks them poor, 
And all befides his boaſted Power but mean, 

Czax. Wou d it were now, Hy/taſþes, wou'd the fight 
Were now beginning, and the Trumpet's Call 
Did rouze fond Cyrus from theſe painted Dreams: 
The Danger wou'd be leſs to find him ſo .. 
Inclos'd, than in his Tent beſieg d with Love, 

H is Breaſt laid open to the poiſonous Darts _ 


Hy. O the happy time 
Thy Rage, ſoft tyrannous Love, ſhall chen have End, 
When Cyrus kindles once again the Heat | 
That firſt inſpir'd his noble Breaſt with Glory. 
Ga. I hear a ſudden noiſe of claſhing "ae wala 
IW. of Fighting . 
Look out, Hy/!aſpes, go and ſee the matter. 
[ 4 Hyſtaſpes it going off, enter in hafte mn with 


his Savord drawn. 


Aria. Where's Cyrus ? where's the Wg cs 
(OCyaxares, 


Haſte, Sir, and fave the gallant Abradatas, 
With great and moſt unequal odds oppreſt— 
Haſte, for the ſakes of all your braveſt Men; 6 
For at fo dear a Rate he ſells his Life, 


That with's own Hand already he has flain 


Strange Numbers of the ſtouteſt Ranks, whoſe Valour 


| Puſht em firſt on to meet his daring Blows. 


pos, What Madnetsfore'd n 1 dee Deſtruion ? 
Aria. 


* 
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Arta. His deſperate Love led him fo boldly on; 
For with a Troop, compos'd of all his beſt | 
And ſtouteſt Men, he ſtrait broke through our Camp, 
Who ſtood more wondring at their Madneſs, than 
Afraid And though of all his valiant Followers 
Scarce ten remain alive beſides himſelf, _ 
Yet ſtill he ventures on, and calls for ru 
But heark, they this way come 
Cyax. Follow, Hyftaſpes — 
4s Cyaxares, and the reſt are going off, Abraditas: 
big againſt a great mam, Cyaxares and tbe 
reſt join againſt him and his followers. | 
Brave Abradatas, yigld, whilſt you are ſafe. 
Abra. Yield! By the Gods, that hated Breath I ſcorn 
The Spirits of my murder d Friends around me 
Still guard me from the Thoughts of ſuch a Baſeneſs 
Do'ſt think I undertook fo braye a Deed 
With the leaft Thought of living, or of yielding? 
No, fight I will till ev*ry Sinew fail me: 
And when my Arms can lift a Sword no longen,. 
III ſtretch em forth to all your Scimeters 3 
Now to be parted from my bleeding Body, 
Before I'll ſuffer em to be tamely bound 
Come all Quick, make an end of me - ye Gods 
Wou'd I had Cyrus now but in thy Place; 
Thus wou'd I do, thus uſe my hated Rival. 
Hyf. Kill, kill the raging Prince, if he'll be ſtill 
Thus obſtinate. | | 
Cyax. I charge you ev'ry Man | 
To ſave him, and with ſpeed take him alive: 
[They fight, Cyaxares in the Stirmiſb is mortally <vound. 1 
ed, Abradatas is. taken Priſoner, and dijarm'd, = 
Abra. Baſe Villains! Choak'd I am with Multitudes ror 
| 


O that I want the Fierceneſs of a Lyon, 4 
To chaſe this Herd of Slaves and Cowards from me! 
if What ail you, Sir? O curled Sight! you bleed. 

C 6- Cyaxel | 


Pons 


Co Cyrus the Great ; or, 


Per I fear I have been too raſu 
And feel I'm wounded in my mortal'& part. 
Re-enter to them Cyrus in haſte, 
Huf. The Gods rot a and view not 
This ſad Miſchance. 
Cyr. Ha! 
Cre/. Hyftaſpes, how came this to paſs ? 
Cyr. Blaſt me, you vicious Planets of my Birth; 
Fall on me all the Wrath of Heaven at once. 
Can this be true, what here my Eyes behold ? —— 
My Uncle wounded ! *Tis not much, I hope? 
Cra. Yes, tis to Death, and by my fleeting Soul 
I am not forry fur't —— But why grieve you? | 
I now ſhall tug the Reins of Rule no more, 
And you ſhall drive the Chariot of the World 
Alone My Life, that ſtood ſo long th" Way, 
Dividing all the while Ambition wich thee, _ 
Shall ſhare with thee and of thy Hopes no more. 
Cyr. Fetch my Phyſicians Run for Artiſts firaight, 
A Kingdom ſhall be his that cures his Hurt. 
Cyax. Stir not, I charge you—'Tis beyond all Art 
V To fave my Life—T've but a Moment's Breath 
To ſpeak, yet whilſt that laſts, it's thine, my Grows $4 
And likewiſe all that's mine I give to thee ; 
Commit my only Daughter to thy Care, 
She's young, and may in time grow up thy Wife. 
Cyr. Curſt Abradatas-—— Curſt be all the Fates 
That led thee thus to triumph ſtill upon me, 
Furſt in my Love, and now in Cya ares. 


7 N But by the Gods by my wrong'd Self I ſwear, 
l will be tame no longer, but will ſweep thee, 


Like a fierce Whirlwind, from the Face of Cyrus, 
Wen thou the Minion of the ſpiteful Stars; 


Les, though ten thouſand Cupids on their Knees, 


Aud Yen? weeping Eyes ſhou'd beg to fave thee. =» 
1 Abra. 
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Ara. I kill'd him bravely, by the Gods I did, 
Kill'd him as 1 wou'd thee, hadſt thou been there. 
_ Cyr, Away with him to ſpeedy Death, I charge you. 
Cyax. Hold, Cyrus, hold, the gallant Prince ſays true; 
nn not be the Cauſe of his hard Fate, | 
It was my Fortune, and the Chance of War. 
Cyr. Torture me not with the Requeſt ; I vow- 
It is the only thing I cannot grant you. | 
Sar. You, mult—O my dear GM I have been. 4 
To blame: my Envy of thy gallant Deeds 5 
Brought me to meet the Death I have deſery'd 3. 
Had I but pleas d myſelf to hear thee proſper. | 
And treaſur'd thy Exploits within my Breaſt, 
| As a kind Uncle ſhou'd have A tet 
O then I had been happier. 
Perfia and Media now ſhall be but one; 


Far greater than Ayages thou art, q 
The firſt ſole Monarch of the Medes and . 
Cyrus, farewell Kiſs me, and then I go. [Dies. 


Cyr. He's fled, the kindeſt, deareſt, braveſt Man 
That ever bleſt the World, is gone Dry up 
Your Tears, and hide your Sorrows in your Breaſts; | 
Tis poor and mean to ſpend our Griefs like Women. 
Ten- Thouſand Deaths are all too little for thee; . 

| [To Abrad. 

No, thou ſhalt live, a grow-in ſtudy'd Torments; 
I carry thee where- e er I go, to be 
The Sport of my Revenge, and ev ry Day 
Thou ſhalt be brought i'th* midſt of all thy Pains 
To hear thee howl before me——Go with him 


To Torpures, Chains, Impriſonment=——Away. 


Enter to them running, and aveeping, Panthea attended, 


as Abradatas is carrying off. 
Panth. Hold, whither is my Ab-adatas going AMR 
Brave Cyrus, ſtay, recall your dread Cn—— 


x 
* * 


| i As are the Paſſions of that brave rough Man 


„ tt Vt 


62 


WA is flain by thee —- 
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Ah! where dye hurry my dear Prince ſo faſt ? 
[e the Guard. 


Still, Abradatas, will you be thus raſh ? 


Adventuring through = thouſand threatning Den, 


To come to this accurſed Place to meet 
Vour certain Ruin, cruel as you are, 
More cruel to yourſelf and me than Cyrus far. 

Cyr. Still does ſhe come to brave my little Power, 
And | chain my weak Relolves? She knows her Strength, 
By all the Gods the does, and dares me tot 
Keep em aſunder, part em whilſt I'm in 
The Mind—Perhaps anon T may forget | 
I bid you Do, and part em now for ever. 

Abra. You urge in vain, the Tyrant muſt wobey a- 
Farewel, our Loves ſhall ſhine amongſt the Stars, 

And make immortal Lights that never ſhall 
Be quench'd—There we will rule, and guide the Planets, 


Cauſing em ev'ry one to ſhed their wort, 
And morial'ſt Venem on his curſed Head 


Panth. Ah no, you wrong the brave and god-like Cyrus; 


He is more mild than tender Mothers are; 


The Spring is not ſo ſweet that flows from Winter, 


Look, thou Immortal, great on Earth as Fove, [ Freel:, 


Can you behold me kneel, and hear me beg 


In vain, who once (you ſaid) was beautiful and lov'd? 
Cyr. Panthea, riſe, I cannot fee you bend 
There's ſomething in thoſe Eyes wou'd-cheat me fill, 


Although I know the Kindneſs is not meant 


To me—No, .no, theſe Prayers and Tears are all 
My Rivals ſtill—Behold, there's one cou'd Tpeak 


[Shews the Body Y _ 

See, ſee, the filent everlaſting Cauſe _ 

Of Bradatasr Fate. | 
Panth, Ah me! the Si gut 


US> 


VAX, 
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Is dreadful, but you muſt forget it——— 
He kill'd him fairly in his Life's Defence, © 
And you may add a little too for Love —— * 2d 7 
The gallant Cyrus wou'd have done as much, 


Had he been urg'd, or had the like Occafion. 


Cyr. Away, Panthea, hence, thou plead'ſt ai 
Thyſetf; and haſt recall'd each wandering Spark . 
That ftray'd without my Breaſt. and fann'd em to 


A Flame, that if thou talk'ſt will ne er be quenc'a— | 


Away with him, I ſay—Death to you all 
That diſobey a Moment: , _ 
Arad. J court that Death, and cannot wiſh to live 
A Life ſo mean abs Tater. a6: y 
But ah, Panthea! | ca 
Panth. —— K 1 


Give me thy Hand, my Lowe Thus we will 


[Panthea runs, and takes Abrad. — 
Joining ourſelves together thus Thus fix'd) 
By great Diana's Soul, immoveable— 

So mingle now our Souls, our Beams of Sight fo vw, 
As are theſe Hands united Why dye flay > + 
Come, bear him to his Fate By Conſtaney 

I vow, this Hand ſhall go along with him, 


Not all your Tarments, Pincers, nor I 


Shall wrench theſe Knots aſunder; no, unleſs 
You cut this off, ſo you may part our Bodies, 
But then my Spirits ſhall retire that Moment, 
Flying to th” Part that's neareſt to my Love, 
And my loſt Hand ſhall hold him ſtill thus faft, - 
And periſh with him as the Body wou d. : 
Cref. Behold, do not the Gods look down, and wonder? 
Cyr, What ſhall © do? Cræſus, adviſe me frag,” | 
Cre/. I am beyond all Senſe, the Miracle 
Has almoſt ſtruck me dumb—Yet you had beſt 


0 
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O never interrupt ſuch Happineſs; - | 
But ſend theſe. rare and faithful Lovers home, 
To be the Wonder of all Worlds to come. 

Cyr. O how. ſhall I begin? Crajus, I'll: do it, 

| Fam reſolv'd, yet cannot though I wou'd ; 
When I have gain'd the higheſt Victory ore 
My Mind, then ſtraight I feel my climbing Love 
Aſcends by ſtealth, and reaching to the Top, 
Pulls all my ſlippery Reſolutions down— 
Aſſiſt me, Gods, and guide my ſickly Virtue. 


' Enter to them: Lauſaria diftrafted, dreſt like a Cupid, 
| wih a Bow and Quiver, follow'd by ber Nomen. 
Lauf. Ye daring Mortals, wou'd ye hinder me? 
Let me alone, I ſay— Prepare my Chariot; | 
Go fetch me Boreas ſtraight, and bid him bring me 
A gentle Wind to ſpread my hery Wings, 
Then III ride faſter than the fleeting Air, 
Or racing Clouds The Stars ſhall be my Guides, 
And in a Moment I will reach the Gods. 
Cre/. O diſmal Sight en 
Lan. My Father weeps : If Tears cou d quench thee 


I. SONG. 


Take him gently from the Pile, 
And lay him here to reſt, 
And I -will ſcorch for him the eudiley - 
I be muſt burn, then burn him in my Breaft ;-: 
For there is Fire, there is Shame, 
Enough to:fot the World on Flame. 


© | Cref. Hear me, Lanſaria; thou hadſt once a Brother 
Doom'd by the Gods to want the Gift-of Speech, 
And yet his Dumbneſs could not ſo afflict me, 
As theſe wild Words torment thy Father's Soul. 
Lauſ. This Bow and Quiver were a wanton-Cupid's; 


I watch'd 


id, 
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] watch'd the Boy, as he lay down to ſleep; 
And ſtole his Ammunition from his fide 3 
And now Tve got em, I will be reveng d 
On all Mankind, on all the Sex at once, 


And ſhoot Love's Plague into their Breaſts—Stand fair. 


II. SONG. 

AM arm'd, and declare 
 # For @ wigorous War; 
By my Bow and my Quiver I fevear, 
Not à Rebel to Love will I ſpare; 
This Shaft 1 will draw to the Head, | 
And ſhoot the great Perſian, ſhoot him. dead. 
The Tyrant ſhall die, there's one will deny Fmt 
Let him court her with . r 
This Shaft I will draw to the Head, 
And ſoot. the great Archer dead: | 


Cyr.. Her Senſe is out of Tune, her Wits not wel, 
But yet, alas ! her Tongue is charming ſtill. 
Lauſ. Here is a Dart by limping Vulcan made. bas 
Tipp'd with the Clippings of à ted hot Star? 
The ſame that Yeaus, when ſhe robb'd_ her 80a. 
Choſe from the reſt to. ſhoot Adonis with. - 
I'll burn you ev'ry one, till you endure 
Worſe run Gra there—Have ut thee — 
[She fooots, inn 
J think I've nunc thee, cruel Flint, 1 have. 
Or. Thou haſt indeed, and touch'd me to-the quick 3 
I thank the Gods, there wanted but this. Sight 
To rouze my flumbering Virtue———Sweet Lauſarias 


| eee rocky Heart, and ſee, it melts. 


[Cyrus wWercpr. 
_ Lau. Ha! have 1 hurt him ? Curſt was I to do fol 


1 wickling down his Fc 
= 7 help, Panthea! 3 2 LT 6 101 
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Can you behold that bleeding brave good Man, 
And not beſtow ene Sigh or 'Tear between you ? 
Indeed you are to blame I cou'd ſhed Rivers, 
And with my Sighs diſturb the endleſs Ocean. [Weeps. 
Cra. Poor Girl! She tires herſelf with her wild 
[Though 
When will her roving Fancy get ſome Reſt ? 
_ Ser go: you are a pair of conſtant Fools, 


[To Panthea, Oc. ; 


You are not fit to dwell amongſt Mankind 
Get you to Wilds, to Fountains, and the Woods, 
There graft your Follies on the Barks of Trees, 
And write ſad Songs upon th' unconſtant Sands, 
Which are as falſe as are the Heartsof Men : 
Or get you to the Eccho, Owl, and Magpye; 
They ſay, they once were Mortals like yourſel ves 
Die like a pair of faithful filly Lovers, 
Die, die, and get you to EH], 
There be the things you dream of; there be ſuch. 
As are yourſelves Go, get you to Elyfium;. 
And LE will follow you' fo ſoon as ee 
I can—— Hey hoe — l have a mind to fleep— 

Craf. Come, lead her gently to her Bed. 

Lauf. Well, ler me make my Will, gnee Love muſtdie, 
And leave to every one a Legacy: v2 
This Dart I gire 
To thoſe that are ambitious of a — | 
And fall in Love with ſuch a jilt as Fame; 1 1 
This tipt with Gold, - nn * 
Who have.. 
One Eye for Bribery, tother ſor u Wench. ** 
This wicked one, that at the Pulpit drives, | 


To Priefts, who love good Livings, hate good _ 
-And ſend you all to Heaven by your Wives. 

This matrimonial Dart, that ſhames the Giver, 
Nan Folks, the worſt of all my Quiver. 


1 z 
= * * 
M 5 n 
. 


| To-morrow I will ſummon thee like 3 2 25 


He goes juſt now to raviſh. all thoſe Beauties. 
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My Wealth to Poets, Thrift to eldeſt Sons, 
My Truth to Courtiers, Chaſtity to Nuns. 
My Wantonneſs I do bequeath in Plenty, 
To all the Women in the World of Twenty; 
My Eyes to Alchymiſts, my Brains to Schools, 
Scorn to the Brave, and all my Love to Fools. [Fxit. 
Craf. What ſay you now ? How feel you now yourſelf? 
Cyr. Juſt hke'a Man faſt ty'd upon the Rack, 
When feeling the fierce Pain too great to bear, | 
Starts up, and ſtretching every Nerve about him 
Expands his Joints, and looſens all his Bands, 
As Threads of Flax are driv*n before the Flame mm 
Now, mighty Love, I will deſpiſe thy Nets, | 
And like the hunted Deer, ruſh through the Thicket 
That once I fear'd, and hung by ev'ry Bough — | 
Cre/. —Bravely reſolv a. and like the God-like Cyrus- 


Sr. Hence, hence, my Torment—All fond Thoughts 
of Love, 


Fx 


Away, and vanith into ſlender Air, | 
And from this time let Pity and Revenge - ol 
Fill up my torturd Boſom in its ſtead 22 
Releaſe the Prin ee Panthea, take the Man 

You love— Quick, not one Word of Thanks, for I 
Deſerve. none But be ſure you charm him, hold him 
Till he's immortal made in your Embraces— 
Haſte, Mradata. Thou ſhalt dearly pay 

For all the Pleaſures of this long d- for 1 


Soft lumbering in Panthes's Arms, 
Abra. And I, 
Arm'd with the Thoughts, will meet thee like Gel. 
Fir'd with each Kiſs's Heat, that thou ſhalt bluſh n 
To ſee what Beauty's happieſt Man can do. 
Cyr. Ve Gods! "To-morrow!.Did I'fay dene, 
To- day, this Hour, a Moment is too long 


* A *. 
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To ranſack ſo much Joys, compar'd to which, 
Heav'n's Store is all but niggardly compo d 
Away, away — I'll overtake thee elſe, 

Swift as the Winds that drive behind thy Back. 


Re-enter #0 them Crœſus. 
Cra. O Cyrus, your fad Crarſus' Daughter's dead !' 
Cyr. Dead is ſhe then? Poor innocent Lauſaria ! 
But hc hold, I have more Griets to ſpend for thee 
Hereaſter 
Pantb. Theſe ſad Diſaſters * move but ſlow, 
And ſtir unwillingly to meet my Joys 
I go, but ſtill to pray for Cyrus? Lifem—; 
Thou generous, great, unhappy. Man, farewell. 
Cyr. Farewell And fince the Gods have ſo decreed, 
May this Divorce ſo happy be to prove / 
The laſt of Meetings, and the End of Love. 


— * 


[Exeunt ! ſeveral y 
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£2, ter Thomyris, Women, Guards, 7 Soldiers, 


T HOMT RIS. 
OME, my brave Friends, I ſee you are 
ok | refolv'd ; 
£ To follow me, and fliare- your Queen's work 
hz Fate. 

* * Remember firſt who tis you go to fight with 
Gas a braver Man indeed not lives; | 
But likewiſe call to mind yourſelves, a Nation 
That all Mankind has look'd-upen- with Wonder, 
Envying your State, that never yet was conquer d. 
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My Spargepyſes did laſt Night appear 
With the curſt Dagger ſtick ing in his Breaſt 


(In the fame manner as your Eyes beheld him, 
When Cyrus ſent the Royal Body home.) 


Let Balthazar (till drown in Luxury, 


Devour'd by Sycophants, undone by Harlots, | 
Whilſt with your Aid I act ſuch 2 — Things, . | 
As never Weeds yet perform'd, ner Man 
Cou'd do. EC | 


Enter to them Abradatas, and Pamhes, Hyſtaſpes, 
and Guards. 


Panth. O ſacred Joy! —Cou'd I have thought once more 
To kneel before you, and have in theſe Arms 
The kindeſt Mother, and the beſt of Queens ? 
Abrad. O bleſt Panthea's Mother, Godlike Thomyris ! 
Thomy. Riſe, dear Children; 
Bend only to the Gods, and not to me, 
To that ambitious, happy God, who wreſted 
This gallant Action from my feeble Arm, 
And only wou'd ingroſs the glorious Deed. 
Panth. That God was Cyrus ; who, alas! tormented 
With Jealouſy, the worft of all Love's Tortures, 
Beſides the diſmal Sight of Cyaxares, 
Dying before his Eyes, flain by the Hand 
Of Abradatas, whom of all Mankind 
It was expected he the leaſt ſhou'd pardon ;. 
Yet notwithſtanding all thoſe fierce Aſſaults 
On his brave Mind, to his eternal Fame, 
He has reſtor d Panthea to her Wiſhes, _ 
And a lov'd Rival to his Miſtreſs? Arms. [OD 
Arad. But we forget how ſoon th' Aſſault begins; +” 
Spite, and ambitious Rage have lent him Wings, 
With which Ware to expect him at our Backs, 
Ruſhing to overtake us with more Speed, 


Than falling Torrents, or the ſwifteſt Tide. | 
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HH. With Ba/thazar he now intends to fight - 
Love, that ſo long miſled his warlike Genius, 

And turn'd him from the Path of his ripe Glory, 
Having at length o'recome this worſt of Foes, 

This Moment he intends to end the War, 

And with quick Marches rouze up th' Afyriangam_—_ 
I hear him coming: For on this large Plain, 
Betwixt both Camps, he forms his mighty Battle. 


[Cyr. Trumpets ⁊vitbin. 


Thomy, Now, now, methinks, I feel the noble arne 
That firſt inſpir d our Amazonian Chief, 85 
When like a Star, ſnot from our Northern Sphere, 
Her Courage ev'ry where like Light diſplay d, 

And gave the World a Wonder to 15 Ages 

Does not this News inſpire you, Country men? 

Kindle a Flame through all your frozen Sinews, | 
Which the Sun Beams cou'd never do to Scythia ?o—o—_ 


Go, Abradatas, mount thy dreadful Chariot, 


Arm'd like the God of Thunder, Fowve himſelf, 
Send from thy Rage his Lightning and his Bolts : 
Let the wild Steeds the wing'd Wings out-fly, 
And the ſharp Hooks like Death mow all before thee, 
Whilſt their carv'd Limbs and mangled Bodies drop, 
Like Fields of Corn before the Reapers Hand. 

Hyft. J have Commands to wait you to the Camp, 
Thence to return with all the faithfull'ſt Speed, 
And meet my Maſter in Be/lona's Arms. 

Abrad. Away, let's rouze the fleepy Balthazar, 
Fierce as a Lyon waking, to Revenge. 

Panth. Come, Abradatas, ſee what Love has for thee, 
Which take as Preſents from Panthea's Hand, 
Trophies far richer than Les ſtrove for; | 
And when I've ſeen my Mars in his thron'd Chariot, 
Return I will, and in my Cloſet kneel, 
And never riſe till thou viftorious be, 
Thinking of nothing but the Gods, and thee. 

| Abrad. 


P. 


Abrad. Prepare, my Soldiers Hear you what he ſays? 
Panthea calls, Panthea is the Word. Tran. 


As they are going off, enter on the other fide, Cyrus, Crœſus, 
Artabaſus, Soldiers, Guards, Sound of a March. 

Cyr. Something, my fellow Soldiers, I would ay 
The Gods have often prov'd by your Succels 
That in your Breaſts Divinities are ſtamp'd, 

With all their heav'nly Courages inſpir'd; 

The Sword is not fo uſed to cut and ſlaughter, 
When guided by ſome ſure and mighty Arm, 

As you to fight and overcome—I will 

Not boaſt, nor talk what I have done ; 

But let me tell you, I am Cyrus till, 

Cyrus, that will not prize this worthleſs Liſe, 
Nor yet refuſe to put it in the Scale, 

Weighed with the Danger of the meaneſt _ 
But follow you as well as lead you on. 

There is but this one Battle, 

That parts us from the Empire of the World 
Who wou'd not venture his ba Drop of Blood, 
When this ſcle Action makes us All, or Nothing? 
This over, we'll to Babylon retire, 

Whence, as the Hill of all the World, you may 
Behold your ſeveral ſtately Provinces, 

And I the only Man that &er look'd down 

Upon ſo many gallant Heroes at 

One time, and bleſt an Army made of Kings. 

Creſ. Haſte, for 1 long to face this curſed Tyrant, 
Till he has let out from the Heart of Cra/us 
The Father's Blood, and ſtab'd the Daughter's Image 
Here in my Heart—She calls on me to go, 

And end my Miſeries where they firſt had Being. 

Cyr. O Cra/as, wound her not again, ſhe's here, 

The : Weight hangs heavier on me than thou ſeeſt== - 


Father for henceforth thou ſhalt ever be io, oy 
W 
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Let's have no Thought to Day but of Revenge, 
Deaf to the Charms of Grief, and more remorſeleſs 


Than Winds, or hideous Storms, * 


quakes, 
Hide the leaſt Species of our ſwelling Griefs, 
As Streams are coated in a froſty Night 
Bur after Conqueſt, like a ſudden Thaw, 
We'll melt into a Deluge, and the World 
Shall drown in Tears— The Gods fhall wonder at our 
Sorrow 
And, for thy Daughter, Babylon ſhall mourn, 
And nod its ſpiring Pinnacles to th' Ground. 
No more ſhall gaudy Worſhip fill the Town ; 
The Temples, with their awful Shrines and Gods, 
Shall caſt their Crowns and golden Habits off, 
And in exchange wear Rags and Aſhes on 
Their Heads— Then ſhe ſhall have a Monument 
Shall ſtop the Sun to caſt his wondering Eye, 
Afﬀtoniſh'd at the Height, the Vaſtneſs, and 
The Richneſs of it My Treaſure, nay the World's 
Huge Maſs, ſhall all be melted to an Urn, 
And the proud Greatneſs of Maſſalus Tomb, 
With thoſe vaſt Pyramids by Hebrew Slaves 
Built to the Sky, ſhall all be Dwarfs beneath i. 
This ſhall the Gods and I bequeath to thy Lau/aria. 
Cra/. On then, thou glorious Conqueror 
Fate like a Cloud hangs ore th' 4/jrians Heads. 
The God whom all the World with dread admires, 
The Hebrews worſhip, and th" Eeyprians fear, 
Has call'd thee by a Miracle to be 
The King of this great Empire, and the Wald. 
Cyr. If the wiſe God ſhew aught of me, declare it. 
Cre/. Laſt Night the drunken Ba/thazar carous'd 
With all his vicious Concubines about him, 
And. beardleſs Minions, far more lewd than Women ; 
Then in a Pride he took the holy Treaſure, 


e 
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Brought from the wondrous Fane of Solomon, 
And in the ſacred Cups made impure Healths 
Go round, and drank to th' Immortality 
Of their proud King, who had in ſpite of Heav n, 


And its ſcorn'd Power, committed ſuch a Rape 


Upon the richeſt Shrine of all the World. 
Cyr. What but theWrath of Heaven, and dreadful Ruin, 
Cou'd follow ſuch a Sacriledge ! 1 Swat 
Cre/. This horrid Deed awful Thunder from 
Th' impatient Hand of the wrong'd Deity, | 
Whilſt ſtraight a dreadful Clap was heard, and Lightning 
With a fierce Rage ſtruck through their guilty Eyes, 
And on a ſudden ſnatch'd away the Flames | 
That gave the Tapers light, then in thick Darknefs 
The horrid Sounds of dying Groans aſcended, | 


And diſmal Voices pierc'd the 8 
Whilſt e more ſtrange and dreadful Scene diſcloꝰ d, 


A blood appear'd upon the Wall, 
With a bright Bracelet ſet with flaming Stars, 


 Dazling the Eyes of all th' aſtoniſh'd Crowd. 


Then with a Finger which diſtil'd warm Gore, 

The God wrote Words in Characters of Hebrew; 

—_— by a wiſe religious Captive of 
Nation, was interpreted of Cyrus, + 

That you ſhould be the Aſſertor of his God, 


Who gave ria to the Medes and Perſians. 


Cyr. O my dark Soul! Is there a mighty God 


(As ſure there muſt) in whoſe admir'd Belief 


y Mother's Breaſts ne'er nurs'd my Infancy, 
Whoſe Being was before all Beings elſe, 
Who is the Source, Beginning, and the End 
Of all, yet bas no Source, Original, 

Nor Ending, but art that of which is all 
Compos'd, and yet art ſtill the ſame, and not 
The leſs, nor greater—If then ſuch thou art, 
O help me, guide me by thy ſacred Power 


To be the Man this Miracle has meant. 


Enter to them Hyſtaſpes, and Guards. 


Hy#. Make ready, Sir, th" Afjrians are approaching, 
bannt on at length by FEI Fate, - 
To 
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To a deſpairing Courage — Fierce Thomyris 
And Balthazar are join'd—And A4bradatas 
Sits in his Chariot, midſt a thouſand Deaths ; 
He, with five hundred of thoſe hooked Waggons, 
Protects the right Wing of the Tyrant's Army, 
And Thomyris with all her Strength of the Left. 
But oh! had you then ſeen Pantbea's Courage, 
You cou'd not blame the Fates to be divided, 
How to beſtow this mighty Victory; 
Whether to her, as challeng'd by ſuch Virtue, 
Or crown your brave, and ſtill triumphant Brow. 
Cyr. What ſay"it ?—My Soul ſtands liſt'ning at my Ears, 
And fain I wou'd hear ſomething of Panthea. . 
Hyft. Fierce Abradatas ſhe herſelf ſaw mounted, 
Clad in an Armour far more Rich and Noble, 
Than that which Vulcan made the God of War, 
Which the ſkill'd Workman hammer'd from pure Gold, 
And ev'ry joint with Diamond Stars had-nail'd.. 
Twere long to tell you how much Breath ſhe ſigh'd, 
The thouſand Tears ſhe ſhed for Grief and Joy; 
Till the ſhrill Trumpets call'd him ſwift away, 
O then ſhe rais'd her tender Voice, more charming, 
And more oe mw the War's loud Muſick ; 
C:aſp'd her ſoft out the gilded Spokes, 
And ki ſs'd the Chariot Wheels; | | 
The fiery Steeds, as if then Naſh'd with Lightning, 
Upon a ſudden ſlarted from her hold, 
Swift as an Arrow from a Scythian Bow, 
And left her ſenſeleſs, clinging to the Ground, 
Cyr. . th aſt ſaid too much Sound, ſound 
a Charge, | | Charge ſounds. 
I'll ſhut my loitering Soul cloſe in her — 
That ſhe ſhall never have the Power to ſend 
One truant Thought abroad, nor the leaſt Glance 
Or ſecret Wiſh after forbidden Love. | 
Creſ. Lead us to Victory that the G ds have ſhewn thee. 
Cyr. Ves, Cra/us yes We come, dear ſlaughter d Uncle, 
To give an Army to thy funeral Pomp—— 
See, fee, thy Daughter's Spirit, like 7Zowe's Eagle, 


Sails 
— 
* 

' 
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Sails o'er our Heads with Laurels in her Bea ?- 
Now, now's the Sign to draw your conqu' ring Swords, 
Cyaxares and Lauſaria are the Words. ¶ Eæeunt omnes. 

Scene draws, and diſcovers a great Battle betaueen both 
Armies : Cyrus, Balthazar, and Thomyris ſeen fighting 
at their Heads. Battle over, a Retreat is ſounded. Scene 

ſhuts, and then enter Cyrus, Crœſus, and Guards. 
Cyr. Now, Crafus, the 4/jrian War is over, 

And Balthazar is ſlain I hou ſeeſt him drop; 
Whilſt his blaſphemous Soul burſt by my Side, {SS 
His Spirit groan'd, and gave a horrid Flight. 
This was the bloodieſt Batcle to our Foes, 

That e'er my Sword vet won. 
Re-enter Arcabaſus. 

Arta. Greateſt of Kings, : | 
Immortal may'ſt thou live, and ever TCignn— 
More than two hundred thouſand of your Foes 
Lie breathleſs in the Field None but a few 

With the bold Sqrbiant make a = Retreat. 


Creſ/. Kin 4 . 1 la thee, 
ra nates, and t or C ; | 
For lo the G84 did never at a time __ ras | 


Heap ſo much Greatneſs on one Man before. 
Cyr. What is become of valiant Abradatas 7 
Hy. Something to his Misfortune we muſt owe: 
For with a Drove of hooked- Chariots which 
He led, he firſt n a dreadful Slaughter, 
Till the fierce $ s, ſtung with the pointed Darts, 
| Started, recoil'd, and overthrew their Guiders, 
4 Then, like a Whirlwind, broke through their own Ranks, 
r. And where” twas thickeſt, mow'd a diſmal Paſſa 
That the ſad Spaces midſt their Numbers look 
Like empty Ridings through a Foreſt cut, 
So Abradatas is by all Men thought 
From his fierce Chariot to be hurl'd and torn. 
>, Cræſ. But the brave Sqthian _ — fights, 
e, And whilſt the Homotyms are eager in 
Purſuit, as a ſtout Lion that is hunted, - 
Turns eager on the neareſt of his Foes,. 
16 And tears n retreats again z. 3 
&. | | 


— 


146 cCrxxvus the Great ; or, 


we beg you wou d retire into the Camp, 


And beat em in their Front. 


As I do? 


So in their Flight, the Scythiens ſend huge Showers 
Of mortal Arrows on the Conquerors Faces. 
| * . Myſelf will haſte with the Cadian Archers, 
gall — Backs with much more dreadful Flights. 
* Mingle not, Sir, in the unruly Chaſe— 


Your Wounds and Labour aſk ſome quick Relief. 
Cyr. Fly then, Hy/aſpes, to the Homotyms, 
* 'em their vain and eager Chaſe give o'er ; 
the mean time, you valiant Cre&/us may 
heel round about 'em with your Lydian Horſe, 


Craef. It ſhall be done | 
Expect my Death, or the brave Queen a Priſoner. 
Cyr. Attend me but at Diſtance for a Moment. 
[Exeunt Crœſus and Hyftaſpes. 
What is it to rule the World, 
To hold the Wealth and Sum er of the Earth, 


And find it all but Dreams of Happineſs, 


[Going off, Lauſaria's Ghoſt riſes to tim 
What Object does my flattering Eyes prelent ? } 
The Lydian Princeſs! ha! it is; tis ſhe, 

Or elſe ſome Star, the Darling of the Sky, 


Dropt from the Gods, and pattern d in her Likeneſs— 


Bot ha ! if this ſhou'd prove a Dream 
Thou look'ft quite through me, youu, if thou art Lauſaria. 
Ghoſt, O Cyrus, I am come far io blame thee, 
To chide my Love, and ſtand *twixt him and Ruin. 
Cyr. Thou art alive then! ha! and thou canſt talk too 
O ſacred Joy Who told me thou wert dead? 
Thou look'it thin, pale, and wan; 
Give me thy cold fair Hand in mine, and let me lead thee, 
From the cold Manſion of the Grave, 
Jo a warm Room in Cyr«s' Breaſt for ever. 
Where is thy Hand? Ha! Thou art fled, and hid 
As in a Miſt; thou dazleſt every Senſe, 
And mak'ſt thy Lang giddy to behold thee. 
Ghoft. Ah! Cyru 
Thou 1805 as — | gralp Water or fleet Air, 


ee, 


As 


By all the Love you owe my Memory. 
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As think of touching my immortal Shadow _— 
I am the wandering Spirit of Lauſaria, 
That (till dotes on thee in her Solitude; 1 
So well, that when thou think'ſt but of Pantbea, 
By ſecret Charms thou call'ſt me from my Quiet, 
And giveſt my Soul no reſt below, nor Peace above. 

Cyr. A cold and ſudden Damp fits on me round, - 
Thy Eyes run pointed with thy Wrongs, and ſhoot 
Quite through my Heart, as thy keen Spirit with Horrgr- 
Pierces the Ground, and glances through the Air— _ 
Thou ſtrikeſt a Terror trembling in my Blood, 

And I with Torture find thou art a Thing 
Immortal. 
Speak, awful Shade, what brings thee from thy Reſt? 

Ghoſt, When I had paſs'd the Lake that leads to Bliſs 
(Bliſs fo unjuſtly term'd by Mortals here) 

To thoſe dull Shades, Efium ages calld, 8 
Where the ſad Scene gives mournful Lovers Souls 
A melancholy Proſpect of Delight; | 


I heard the Powers of Hell 
Call for the Fates to cut thy thread before em 


What ſhall be done, ſaid they, with this great Man, 


This barbarous Hunter of the World and Love ? 

Let us ordain, that by a Woman's Hand 

His Blood be in a fatal Moment ſpilt, 

So to revenge the Sex's Wrongs at once 

Haſte from the Field —Beware th' inrag d Thomprigom—m— 

Come, follow me, I'll ſhew thee ſuch a Sight _ 

Shall cure thy Breaſt of all Love's Wounds for ever. 
Cyr. Hold, ſtay, and take my Ghoſt along with thee: 


[Offers to lab himſelf. 
Ghoſt. O live, I charge you 4 45 | mg f- | 


Live happy as a God on Earth, live ever; 

Each Drop of Blood you drain from that brave Breaſt, 
You double all the Pangs upon my Sou! 

O think, that on your Joys depend my Bliſs, 

Your Torment is my Hell, your Happineſs _ 

My bleſt- El/um— Follow me, I charge you, 

By all the Pity once you pay'd my Love, 


Cyr. Lead then the Way, thou brighteſt Angel Guide, 
. 3 Conduct 
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Conduct me quickly to thy bleſt Abode 
GHH. The Minute*s come This way, thou gallant Cyrus. 
Cyr. I follow thee; and if my Body proves too heavy, 

Fl] throw it off, and mount all Soul to reach the. 

Scene draws, and diſcovers Panthea wvith her Women, avecp- 
ing o'er the mangled Body of Abradatas, wvhoſe Limbs ſhe 
had ſeemingly fix'd to his Body; a Dagger in her Hand. 
Panth | charge you live—Live to excuſe my Fault, 

And ſooth the Sorrows of the ſad Thompyris ; | 

The S:ory of our Deaths told from your Mouths, 

May from her tender Eyes draw floods of Tears, 

But the ſad Object would have killd her quite 

Likewiſe relate the diſmal Scene to Cyrus; 

Tel it with all the pity that in Grief 

Can be en ture t'adorn our Ends 

As ſumptuouſly with Sorrow as you can 

But oh ! you need not—Tell em as they were, 

And your ſad turn'd Deſcription will furpaſs 

All Fiction. Painting. or dumb Shew of Horror 

That ever Ears yet heard, or Eyes beheld —— 

Von. O caſt that Weapon from you 
Panth. Vex me not | 

What, can't I be obey'd in Death ?—Now, now, 

My deareſt Partner of my Soul, I come: | 

Look back as thou art in the milky Road to Bliſs, 

And take thy lov'd Pantbea with thee. 

Nom. Still you advance that dreadful Weapon. 
Panth No more—Theſe Hands and Feet, which the 
ſharp Scythes 

Mow'd from thy lovely Body, I have try'd 

A thouſand times to join em with my Kiſſes, 

Hut *tis in vain—O you immortal Powers! 

Cannot theſe Lips, ſo deify'd, reſtore 

One hour of Life—See what Idolaters 

You are, falſe Men '——You lying Prophets fay, 

A Kifs, a Sigh, a Tear from thoſe you love, 

Can fetch you from the Grave to Life again, 

And make a God of the leaſt doting Swain. 

But I have groan'd ten thouſand Sighs and Wifhes, 

And bath'd his Body all, all o'er in Tears, 

Yet find em all too little; one ſmall drop Of 
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Of Rain is worth an Ocean of theſe Pearls ; 

That gives the Sweets that from the Roſes flow, 

And makes the Violets and the Lillies grow. 

Vet J cannot reſtore one Finger back 

To Life, unleſs my Heart's warm Blood can do it. 

Panthea fabi herſelf, and juſt as ſhe gave the Wound Cyrus 
enters, led in by the Ghoſt ; the Ghoſt vaniſpeth. 

Cyr. Ah! cruel, ſpiteful—yet, thou lovely Spirit, 
Coud'ſt thou not bring me one half moment ſooner ? 
Give me this Dagger, and I'll plunge it in my Breaſt, 
Wipe off the Stain of thy moſt precious Blood, 

And reak it in my own ; revenge thy Wrongs, ; 
And pleaſe Lau/aria's Ghoſt, whoſe ſhadow haunts me— 

Panth. This Weapon I'll not part with 

This glorious Relique here that ſets me free ; 

Thus | will hold it, brandiſh'd up on high, 

And die with the lov'd Paſsport in my Hand 
Live, happy Cyrus; may theſe Ills forewarn thee . 

To ſhun the ara Deed of croſſing Love, | 

Love that will ne'er be ſtopp'd, but have its Courſe, 
Or overflow to drowning with the leaſt reſiſtance. 

Cyr. O forgive me, bleſt Panthea / 

And the ſame time thou leav'ſt thy lovely Body, 

Forgive my Paſſion too, and carry with 

My Pardon to be ſeal'd by all the Gods, 

And by the Soul of thy de Love; 

And tell him how I took his Hand in mine, 

Waſt'd with thy Tears, and bath'd in my Repentance, 

And put it to my eager Lips, and ask d es EE 

His Pardon thus— Ha! Horror! worſe than Horror. 
[Cyrus taking Abradatas's Hand, offering to put it to his 

Mouth, it comes from the Body ; Panthea places it again.] 
e have you done? Why touch you him ſo 
| rudely ? % 3 8 

Give me this Hand back to my Lips again 

Theſe marvellous Limbs with Induſtry I ſought 

Amidſt an hundred heaps of mangl'd Bodies, 

And pick'd and cull'd em, as is fifted Gold 

Parted from loads of common Droſs, | 

And plac'd each torn-off Member in its proper State, | 

Juſt as you ſee—Forbear again to touch him, Por 
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For they are ev'ry one alike diſmember'd, 
Mow'd by the Hooks of his own dreadful Chariot, 
Fierce as the Horſes wildeſt rage cou'd guide em 
I feel Death's giddy Vapour in my Eyes, 

And covers all my Senſes on a ſudden 


Lay me—O lay me gently by my Lord. [ Dies. 


Cyr. Die, all that's good--die, ſacred Love and Friendſhip. 
Let none preſume to ſay that Virtue lives, 
That Beauty gilds the World, now ſhe is dead. 
Enter to Cyrus, Thomyris, Women and Soldiers, as pur ſu'd. 
Thom. "There, there's the dreadful Sum of all our Woes ; 
Look there, my Friends — What, Cyrus mourning oer em 
Run, run with ſpeed, and ſnatch his hated Life— 
Quick, e er your Foes that have you in the Chaſe, 
Prevent you—Hold—And ſhall he die by Slaves 
There is ſome Pity to his Virtue due. | 
Cyr. Ha! am I then furpriz'd ?——1 was to blame 
Though I abhor to live, yet loth I am 
To die by Treachery, and Cowards Hands. | 
Them. Look, Cyras, look, I am thy mortall't Foe 
Thou dwelPft o'er the fad Ruins there, which I | 
Look on with Horror, at fo great a diſtance 
Do, glut thyſelf ——Call likewiſe to thy Mind, 
My Sparzepy/es) Blood, and think the Fates | 
Are gentle ſtill — Bend, bend your Bows, 


Draw every one a Dart up to the Head, 


And ſend a thoufand winged Deaths to. ſeize him 
Yet hold Myfelf the glorious Deed will do. 


Cyr. Thou dar'ſt not ſfure!—-Naught but thy Woman's 


Spleen 


Cou'd be Seducer to ſuch baſe Revenge, 


Them. Talkeſt thou? Now to thy Heart this pointed 
ene | 
[ 4s ſhe is ready to ſboot at him, Laufaria's Ghoſt riſes up 
bet=vixt them, and flands before Cyrus, and facts 
Thomyris. 4 
Hah! ſure there is ſomething there controlls my Hand, 
Or I am loſt in a wild Maze of Fancy | 
What ſhining Form is that fo fills my Eye ? 
Crus, thy guardian Genius tis protects thee, 


That 
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That with her tender Wings rooſts o'er thy Head, 

And with a Look ſhoots awful Brightneſs Rh: bs me, 

And fetters every thing that's brave within me — 

My Sinews ſlack, and Nature at this Sight 

Shrinks back to her firſt feeble Infancy. 
Sold. You ſtand amaz'd—Let's kill him whilſt we may. 
Thom Hold, Villains--What,through her immortal Body! 

Your Darts would all turn Heads againſt yourſelves; 

You might as ſoon touch the bright ſhining Sun, 

Or fix your Arrows in the marble Sky ——— 

Looſe, looſe your Strings, and let fall all your Bows, | 

And to appeaſe that Goddeſs, worſhip him, 

Whom all the World is deſtin'd to obey. ; 
Re-enter Creeſus, Hyſtaſpes, Gobrias, and Artabaſus, 

Shaouting; Ghoſt vaniſbes. | 

Cræ /. He lives, is ſafe; thanks to the immortal Powers. 
Cyr. I charge you on your Lives, none touch the Queen, 

And hurt no Man but ſuch as ſhall reſiſt. | 
Tom. T was never known, that any Sgibian 5 

Did yield his Perſon, or his Weapon u | Fo 

Then, Cyrus, fince great Balthazar is lan, 

And all our Lives too mean to adorn thy Triemph': 

© give without denial to theſe Tears, | 

Panthea's and her Abradatat Bodies: 

Then undiſturb'd, let us forſake this Place, 

Of all the World the fataP& to Thomyris ; 
Cyr. Tis granted, and you may with ſafety 1 

Cyrus can do no leſs to ſuch a Queen, 
hoſe brave and generous Pity ſav'd his Liſe. 

But begs that you wou'd make the Town your Ways 

My Crowns, my Happineſs, and Life to me 

Is not fo dear as what you carry with you 

There you ſtall ſee 28 mourning Babylon 

Can do ; the Fires, the Temples, and the Urns 

That ſhall adorn theſe Lovers Funerals; _ 

Cypreſs, inſtead of Laurel Wreaths, ſhall bind 

The Conqu'ror's Brows, and Groans inſtead of Shouts 

Shall fill the Streets, the Houſes Lamentations ;- 

All the vaſt City ſhall indeed appear 

* one wide * Room, hll'd full of Sorrow. 


Them. 


8 YRUS the Great; or, 


Thom. No, no, cover the Bodies from their Eyes, 

Then in a mourning Chariot place the Bridgroom 
And his pale Bride ſo leaning on his Chee 
Cyrus farewell And may ſt thou live to be 
Unconquer'd ſtill, and great as Cretan Fove —— 
Feat a dead March ant. Trumpets 2 Sound 8 
Fright Birds of ſofter Muſick from the Air, 
Auf naught be heard but Horror and Deſpair. 
| [Exeunt Thomyris, and all her Party, bearing away 

the Bodies of Panthea and Abradatas. Dead March 


Sund. 

Hy/t. Live happy as a God, and o'er paſt Miſeries G 
Rejoice — Fate is your Slave, and puts an End l 
To all your Toils this Day—The conquer'd Globe | Bo 
Has not that Monſter now, that from its Chains Gl 


Durſt ſtir to interrupt your ſacred Bliſs— 
Go, for new Pleaſures court you ev'ry where, 
And having pread your Laws o'er all the Earth, Boy 
And ſettled firſt the Buſineſs of the World, 
Think then to make your Median Kingdoms HAPPY 
And there in Perſon wed the fair Mandana, 
Whoſe Yeuth and Beauty ſhall like Buds increaſe, 
Still grow upon you, and with freſher * 
Supply your Soul, and make your Joys 
Cyr. Come, Fellow Soldiers, le let's to Babylon, 
Empres of Nations, and great Queen of Cities 
haſte, my Friends, and ſhare the World with me, 
All ſhall have ſome—— Amongſt the meaneſt here F 
Fil throw Rewards they ſhall not live to ſpend, 
And ſcatter Provinces as thick as Drachma's—— 
Firſt with Zavſaria's Funerals we'll begin; 
Three Days with Rrifteſt Mourning ſhall be kept, 
And all things elſe forgotten for that time; 
Theſe Hands her fragrant funeral Pile ſhall burn, 
And Princes ſhall officiate at her Urn—— > 
J invite you all to come and weep with me, boy. 
Oer this rare Miracle of Conſtancy ; 7 
Let the loud War to gentler Griefs remove, 
And mourn with us — Tragedy of Love. 
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Spoken by a Boy and Girl, by way of 
DIALOGUE. 


w Curtain fall. 


LD, is the * done ? 
3 bai, a: new Play W Epi- 
ra logue | Th = 
Boy. Laufaria's dead, Panthea too is lain, 
And wou „ 
That were indeed a very pretty Fatt, Be 
Yeu had enough of that in the firſt .. 
Girl. Why, what d'you make of Mr, Betterton ? 
Boy. The Curtain's dropt, and he's glad he's gone; © 
The Poet too, has loaded him ſo fore, 
a carce has Breath enough for one Word more. 
* Since moſt of the old Afors then are hilÞd, 
And the great Hero has forſook the Field ; 
What if M E did, to cover fuch a Blot, 
Addreſs ourſelves to ih Audience © 
irl, That's well thought; 
„F 
| Yeu to the Ladies, I the Gentlemen. 
boy. Ladies, if you will to our Play be kind, 
May every one their dear laſt Wiſhes find ; 
 _- Virgins thoſe enjoy they value beſt, 
wc. Aud Wives ther Huſhands Kindneſs to the laſt. 


: : 
* — — —— 


EPILOGUE. 


At Baſſet may peur gend Luck jo continue, 
Aud win the Gameſter's Heart, as well as Guinea 
Girl. And, Gentlemen, if you will like our Play, 
May this. good Fate attend you &v'ry Day. 
Let no rude Boreas, from his boiſterous Cell, 
Profane the Curl that on your Wig fits well, 
Nor bruſh the facred Powder” from the Claths 
Of two ſuch Sights of dainty Wapphd Beaux. 
May nothing bring you out of Humour hither, 
Nur Hackney-Coach be wanting in tibet IF rather. 
Boy, Ladies, ware almoſt ſure of your good Natures, 
Tiere Cruel to deny ſich little Creatures, 
Girl. And if the Men miſlibe, or mate à pother, 


Boy. Evads we'll fe*em for't one way of other. 


"Tis a wiſe Child that Auctut its Father, Sirs, 
For aught toe kun, we may be ſome of yours, 
Nel come and lay aurjelves before yaur Doors. 


A * a 


